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( t - \ BE IT REMEMBERED, That on the 19th day of August, in the 
*• B * J thirty-seventh year of the Independence of the United State* of 
America, Jofista Marj&m, Mi*rio*ar* % of the mid District, hath deposited fn 
this office the title of • book, the right whereof he claims as Author, in the 
words and figures following* to wit : 

" Leisure Hours \ Or Poems, Moral, Religions, and Descriptive. By /efftjfcj 
Mattdas, Missionary.* 

... H .~....In a Roman month the graceful name 
Of prophet and of poet was the same : 
Hence British potts too the priesthood sbar*d» 
And every hallowed Druid was a bard. 
But no prophetic fires to me belong, 
I play with syllables and sport in tong.^.Cotvptr. 

, n conformity to the Act of the Congress of the Uofted SUM* entitled 
" An Act for the encouragement of learning, by securing the copies of Maps, 
Charts, and Books to the authors and proprietors of such copies, during the time 
therein mentioned.*' And also to an Act, entitled w An Act, supplementary 
to an Act, entitled an Act for the encouragement of learning, by securing the 
copies of Maps. Charts,, and Books, to the authors and proprietors of such 
copies, during the times therein mentioned, and extending the benefits thereto! 
to me arts of designing, engraving, and etching historical and other prints." 

CHARLES CLINTON, 
Clerk of (be District of New-York. 
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BRIEF MEMOIR 

OV THB 

AUTHORS LIFE. 



WHENEVER any particular subject affords us 
either profit, or pleasure, we are sometimes induced to 
inquire to whom we are indebted for the satisfaction we 
have felt, or the benefit we have received. But the au- 
thor of these little effusion*, has hardly the vanity to 
think they will afbrd much of either, save to hk friends, 
who may admit his sincerity, and make candid allow* 
anee for his deficiencies* However, as bis present friends 
are not acquainted with his past life, he deems it on the 
one hand a duty, and on the other a pleasure, to furnish 
them with such an outline as may, at least, expand their 
hearts with gratitude to God, and love to the bleeding 
Roconciter, for hk boundless grace to the chief of sin* 
ners* 

I was bora in the year 1777, on the pleasant banks 
of the river Mercey, near Liverpool in England ^ my 
ftther; though descended from a good family, was at 
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that time a poor man, having wasted, through want of 
economy, a competent patrimonial inheritance ; bat I for- 
bear blame. My mother, who descended from Scottish 
parents, was a woman of high spirits, mixed with some 
fear of God. I had one brother and a sister, both older 
than myself. But alas) family religion we had none: 
it is true, my father attended the established church, 
and read the word of GodereiySabbath-e*ening in the 
family. My mother, who had more light, though as 
little, or perhaps less, true piety than my father, was ne- 
vertheless solicitous to instruct her children, at least by 
her precepts, in the fear of the Lord. She taught us 
to pray, and would reprove' and comet us for doing 
wrong) but not being acquainted with the way of God 
herself, she could not lead our minds into the divine 
path. From my infant yean the Holy Spirit darted 
some scintillations of heavenly light into my mind ; but 
my disposition, ardent, passionate, and thoughtless, 
plunged me into a variety of boyish vices; hence I paid 
but little attention either to my book, my duty, or my 
parents, except while the rod of parental authority was 
brandished over my head. 

When I was twelve years old, my mother became 
deeply awakened, and roused to a lively concern for the 
salvation of her soul, by reading that solemn book* Al- 
teine's Alarm to the Unconverted. She immediately 
went to a pious minister of the establishment, was by 
him more fiiHy instructed in the way of the Lord, joined 
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hw church, and in a little time fbuntthe pearl of divine 
and *>Ud peace. Tbe fire thus kindled, wanned her 
♦heart >wkb an ardent desire for the salvation of her hns- 
bandand-chihken. Prayer was set up in the family, and 
my father, merely moral, consented to attend the same 
church. £B things then seemed to go on pleasantly, 
•Iffl death, unrelenting death, visited us; ray brother, a 
fine youth of nineteen, the family's hope, and my mo- 
ther'* favoeritey was killed by a fall from his horse; be 
•had been at the. funeral of her whom he loved; -they 
' were buried in the same grave. "Woes come in clus- 
ter*." My father sickened and died, and I warleft an 
orphan at the age of fourteen, to the care of a mother, at 
once pious, diligent, prudent, and careful, but in straiten- 
ed chrcuasstances. My father during his life had a lit- 
tle annuity) but that ceased at his death; however, Provi- 
dence, all bountiful Providence* still provided O that 
,1 bad then hearkened to his commandment* ! Having 
now so father to control me, I became very wicketf; 
corrupt nature, evil company, .and satanic temptation, 
hurried me on in the way of ruin. My affectionate and. 
pious mother was deeply grieved ; reproof succeeded 
entreaty, and warning reproof ; yea, with strong cries 
and tears would she plead with God in my behalf. Oh, 
ray God, why didst thou not plunge the sfener into 
Everlasting ruin ! To such a pitch would the enmity of 
my nature rise, that I was nearly led to-blaspheme God, 

a 2 






$ BRI1F X1MOUI Of THE 

»<vvvvyyyvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv»%vyvvv»VV»»VVV»^ > vvv^ 

and curse my pioosjpareat. Alas, what is man Pa wretch, 
a worm, tfye sport of every vke! bow I wffri 
thoae, that were allowed an unchecked earter of si& 
Compelled to go to church, I invented a thttuand fat* 
excuse*,; obliged to be reproved, I retorted upon God'* 
people the change of hypocrisy ; accused bjr cooKaeao^ 
I pleaded youth, and the fatal example of ottKfra? 
thus did I fight again* God, reason, and religion, ttP 
weary of restraint, I laft my affectionate parent, and 
with some other wicked boy* my eempjtfaon*, hastened 
to sea. Here let me deeply admire the goednmaof 
God, in not cutting down the mad rebel jp bit career of 
iniquity. O grace, abused grace, how bast thou follow* 
ed a wretch who has spurned at counsel, hated reproof 
and sought death in the error of his ways l I had not 
been long at sea, even tremendous shipwreck, awakened 
in my mind a sense of its ingratitude, rebeJttioa, and 
disobedience;* but though sinking in the mighty wafer*, 
at one time dashejl on terrible breakers, otingfog to.the 
wreck, and washed by the surf lor seven or eight 
hours, I had no heart to pray; remorse, lively remorse, 
wkh the black visions of my past guilt, made say heart 
appear as lead, God as an angry judge, the.heavcg* as 
brass, and the earth as iron to my prayers, I was saved 
w^q others found a watery grave. Almighty goednes* 
here, let me adore thee; thine arm was stretched forth 
to. save ; why not to dash the rebfljto the bottom of the 
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deep ? Did 1117 mother'* prayers^ did my precious 
soul, or ratJw, did not thy Sod's bleeding Jwve and in- 
terceding grace, stay 4hy displeasure ? The cause of 
thy compassim couM not be found in me, all Vie,«ll 
polluted; was tfere a sin bu 1 1 either fcpad a heart or 
an^>ppoitni^ to commit ? yet stul spared, stiH bane 
with; truly , thy mercy » equal to thy majesty; thou 
aort great in gaedaoss, and good in greatness Alas I 
where was my gratitude f The impression soon wore 
Off, the wild assb colt was as untamed as ever. With- 
out tetujwiog home, I went again on the ocean, was 
again dashed on rocks, a p*c*tHar Providence taterpos- 
od, a second deliverance was wrought out; I saw the 
fasand of God pursuing me, returned home, and thought 
I would wander m m*re. Tain thought! Csai the un- 
stable biMow cease to fluctuate f My resolutions werfe 
floating as the morning cloud, and transient as the early 
slow* I plunged anew into the gulf of sib, and had not 
mercy interposed, should have sunk into the ire of hefl. 
Mercy cBd interpose; the rebel was arrested In his ca- 
reer. A pious oid woman I accidentally, (better say 
providentially,) met, Invited me to hear a Methodist 
preacher; I did hear him ; and the words, w Whoso 
cevereth his sins shall not prosper," touched my heart. 
I had often been to hear the Methodists before, as well 
as ministers of the establishment, but Kith ftttle or no 
effect. -. 
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* .....M..«......^All ptitow are *Hke 

To wandering sheep, resolved to follow note." 

Shall I say the set time to favour Israel was some? 
^Bleeding money! thou hadst frequently knocked at the 
door of my heart, but I had abut it against thee; now 
thou didst, with the hammer of thy word and the power 
of thy grace, break the bolt, the truth came home to my 
conscience; I would have shaken off conviction, but it 
fastened; I changed my company, deserted worldly 
amusements, while, heaven, hell, and the aw/ul realities 
of religion, made deeper and still deeper impression* 
upon my heart Prayer and leading the scriptures be- 
came my constant employment, and whether within the 
venerable waHs of the established church, from the pul- 
pit of dissenters, or in a Methodist chapel, the testimo- 
ny of Jesus was a cordial, a joyful sound to my listen- 
ing and inquiring sou). * After several mooftha spent in 
conflicts with- sin, in yam efforts to deepen my repent- 
ance as a good ground of my dependence, betwixt the 
comforts of devotion aad the coldness of despondency^ 
my conscience checking,' yet my corruptions increas- 
ing, the peace of God visited roy heart, and all wsp 
.light, and life, and love.- I now improved all my 
time in readiog and study,' deeply regretting that I 
had made so poor a use of nearly nine years spent at 
school. 






subjects* wrote dawn atfe* of goad «n% end almost 
devoured ib* *o*d of CM) faqwitly aypdfag aqr 
time (ill midnight foieadiig; smwi^ ami praying, over 
that blessed book, la a little while my profiting wit 
apparent 1 devoted my Sabbaths to teaching paw 
children, Tinted the tide, spent much of my time ipte- 
eret pTayev, h«)d ptthtie praye^-aeettegt, reproved sin, 
and beit tee to time invited and exhorted other* to 
flee fate the'wmth do come; io abort, after two yearn 
time spent, an opening of Providence called forth the e& 
ertwe of my abilities in a public maimer. Missionaries 
were wanted for Nora Scotia; tey brethreo approv- 
ed, and I was flaaUy appointed one of them. Since 
that period I have, with varfcu* success, been labour* 
iog in the gtspel vineyard, and though deeply unfaith- 
ful, tbe l*>rd baa not written me childless. I trust 
wbeo the Great Shepherd comes to pea his fold for im» 
mortality, some reclaimed wanderers will say, you found 
me on the barren mountains of sin, you brought me to 
tte divine pasture; you were, under God, the means of 
nry salvatfen. I hate travelled through the woods of 
Hove; Scotia; have preached the gospel oe the*, shores 
ef die Oulf of St. l*ajtmnce and on the Bay of(*?undy 9 
on the rivers and lakes of New-Brunswick, and on the 
beautiful Somtaer Islands; have been -benumbed with 
intense odd, and parched with ittervating heat; my re* 
sidence has sometime* beentbe leg cottage of a peasant, 
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the but of a black man, or the mansion of opoknco and 
wealth. God has p tcs eived me while ridfog on the 
sttpperyiee, and crossing the Btomy ocean. Mtatthia 
his Almighty power, unfailing word, divine presence, 
and overruling Providence, has supported me in many 
trials, and calmed and comforted my mind in imminent 
dangers. A twelve years mission has checkered my 
path with many difficulties ; however, the goodness of 
Emraairael has sweetened some and sanctified others: 
timing that time I have preached near thtee thousand 
sermons, and shall I say, have made perhaps ten thou- 
sand blunders. The work of God has been my delight, 
bat*an evil nature has often clogged me with impede 
ments. With regard to my temporal aflMrs, I never 
found one of God's promises to fail. When I embark- 
ed in the cause of God, I had few temporal sacrifices to 
make ; but a fishing-net left for Christ is an accept** 
ble offering. A man can but leave his all, and if mine 
had been a province or principality, it should have been 
freely reftnquished. I left a most tender mother in 
England, and I have gpt an affectionate wife and three 
children in America ; and if I am but poor, I am thank- 
ful to God that he has enabled me to make many rich", 
and tHfthal has grafted on the stock of poverty acontent* 
ed mind. 

A variety of scenes have met my observation, but 
they have all confirmed me in the blessed truths* of re& 
gkra; nor have I, in travelling some thousands of mates 
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hjr sea and laaVever met with a solid reason for a *as* 
tearf eoBdnict €MiusghrwiMknlanc€«of a mioBte 
pfotidraoejandl have had tbeaflpikatkm of bis precious 
pnamiirn op many occasion* I know die testimony of 
an obscure individual can hare little weight, but were 
I chief of the. wit* men of Babylon, I would throw m$ 
whole influence into the scale of vital Christianity; ilk 
my comfort by day aacfcmy stag hi die night* ' I lore 
good men of all churches, hut chiefly them who preach 
salvation by faith in a crucified Redeemer, and hold 
the everlasting divinity of the Prince of Peace. I 
have seen bigotry enough to make me detest it, but the 
wont of all bigotry is a wicked life and a narrow mind 
united. I would equally abhor a spurious charity that 
can fritter away an important truth, to meet the objco 
lions of a carnal mind or unscriptural creed. I have 
my own views of religion, which I receive ex cathedra; 
hut I believe good men may differ in small matters, 
where there is unity in essentials. Ye are all one in 
Christ, embraces every true follower of die Lamb ; 
heoce with my whole soul Ican^say, grace be upon all 
who love the Lord Jesus in sincerity and truth; yea* 
I would willingly fetch a brick, a trowel, or a little 
mortar, for any of my brethren in the ministry, who are 
building the Lord's temple; and if the lovely edifice 
aspires, I am equally glad to see both stone-cutters, 
carpenters, masons, carvers, and polishers, employed. 
But to return, I have been a monument of mercy, re- 
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MKod, and §***£ My JJfe^wrilteaitiai^^tasal 
J may pomfttif perioral mfstai*,) fuduld, it oom fo- 
gpocta, referable tin account of the ceUbrxted Jofe* 
Kefftee, Rector of St May**, Woioptli t ftt praentl 
in, tfaougli fcoumtteiB graces determined to lire mA 

* * r m m r 

And vbetfefif in a city or a rail, 

A ctomt or cottage* fee my let to 4wdl ; 

If riches smile, or poverty Repress ; 
If foes assail me, or if friends caress j . 
If fair Hygea to her courts invite, 
Or pining sickness all my vigours smite ; 
Give me Ay sifeile, O Lord, *ti» vitel Miss, 
. And eatfe iotfR satisfy, «• that, or t&i*. 
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TO THE READER. 



jJkS it is common to write something by way of pre- 
face, it may be necessary to give the history of these tri- 
fles, and leave the reader to make his own remarks on 
the occasion. The simple truth is, the writer of then* 
.has been actively engaged as a Christian Missionary 
for several years, proclaiming the unsearchable rifhee 
of a Redeemer's grace and bleeding love. At different 
periods, sometimes for relaxation, and sometimes for 
amusement, he has devoted some few of his leisure hotfrs 
to reading sacred- poetry t and occasionally has had the 
presumption to take up his pen in the same way; pert 
haps, like many others, he has mistaken an ardent lave 
to poetry for an ability to write verses; but of this his 
friends^. into whose hands these scraps may possiblyfaH, 
wUl be better able to judge; and if he otdyfelt ihenM 
without the talents, will doubtless punish hispresumpt 

fion by neglecting to peruse his first attempts* Most $ 

a 8 
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the little pieces, (I will not say poems,) were written on 
ike occasions mentioned, the rest ad libitum as the fancy 
started into my minds though not unfrequenUy when 
the fatigues of my mission, and (he heat of a sultry cU- 
matcSrendercd me unfit for more serious avocations. 
They are, it is true, but trifles, yet they amused me, and 
perhaps may gratify some of my friends. They will 
certainly possess this merit, that they are innocent, and 
I trust morals I may say without scruple, that they 
were written in the fear of God, and I cm not without 
hopes tut they are calculated to promote the cause ef 
virtue, and feeler sent imen t s eftruepietyin the breasts 
ef these nfa may be pleased to read them. I knew that 
were they ludicrous, unchaste, or satirical* they might 
please a certain kind ef readers ; but God forbid that t 
should either sacrifice purity, truth, er piety, ett the 
shrine of popular applause. I want no praise but what 
might blossom in the garden ef Eden ; and tumid be 
careful net to injure, if I c annot greatty hdpthe cause 
of my blessed Redeemer. Should Ac kindness of my 
friends ever call for a republication ofAest, Imaypoe- 
eibiy insert a number more ; but I shall only venture* 
few at present, that my loss and di sa ppo intmen &mmy be 
less, should the public decline to patronise them. I 
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many others, famishes a good plea ; 

•' Thus did the muses sing in early times, 
Ere skilf d to flatter vice, and rarniah crimes 
Their lyres were tun'd to virtuous songs alone* 
And the chaste poet and the priest were one. 9 

I hope I may be excused for throwing a dari nam and 
then at the execrable trade of buying and selling men: 
I have heard that same ministers of the gospel do this: 
if they do, Qod forgive them the blood^guUtiness ; they 
are no more fit for Hhe soared e0ice r than their slaves to 
rule an empire. But some will perhaps say, you are 
kicking a dead wctf; slavery is now abolished. Where 
is it abolished? In Great Britain f Slavery never did 
exist in England. But is it abolished in the British 
Colonies? Ah! there is the rub. And is slavery abo- 
lished among 1h£ freedom-loving citizens of the United 
States? Alas! alas! though execrated in the eastern 
part of the Union, there are myriads of these degraded 
beings in the southern states ! Oh, when wUl this curse 
of nature and humanity be removed from the earth ! 



TO THM BKJLDXB* 

Hoping nam will be tort by any thing that I have 
written, I remain the reader's affectionate and obliged 
servant, and sincere friend, 

JOSHUA MABSDEN. 

Greenwich-Village, N. York, August 18, 1812. 
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ADVERTISEMENT 



TO HOB FOLLOWING ZPfSTLE 



THE writer of ffce following Epistle, was appointed 
w 1800 by the British Methodist Conference to a mis* 

■ * 

sion in NovarScotia and New-Brunswick s where, after 

...... ' , ■ - . . . 

having laboured nearly eight years, and injured his con- 
stiiution by the severity of the climate, he requested per- 
mission io return to "England; the committee appointed 
to manage the missions under the superintendency of 
Doct&r Coke, requested him to go on a mission to Ber- 
muda^ Thestiuationof that mission was painful in the 
extreme, as in the yiar 1799 a missionary was sent 
^romEnglakd, who was imprisoned by a law made, for- ' 
bidding dissenters to preach the Gospel under the penalty 
sf 50 pounds and six months imprisonment. By this 
crust, unjust, and persecuting statute, God's minister 
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was imprisoned, fined, and finally banished from the 
Island. Things remained in this stale several years, 
as different ministers who were appointed declined the 
hazardous tmdertaking. At last the writer of Ms not* 
arrived on the Itfafits *M Jf*BttC&r PtfirM were truly 
distressing; but frith, patience, and prayer, opened a 
gtinmteringpf better JimeA^ this, hope ttffer a short sea- 
son was realised. The Lord Jesus, by his word and 
Spirit, touched the hearts efa few coloured people, and 
whites; these, by their own desire, were formed into a 
Utile society. . The. light .of, truth shone , brighter add, " 
brighter, and the Uttk flock increased amidst jn^ffrfpy 
position,, and verbal persecution. In a tittfc&w a $eat. 
commodious, chapel was erected* and Bod dispos^^mqsty / 
to help this jinderfatmg who. were formerly hesfih to 
evangelical piety., < Jtj^esfnLthefiofpsl is preached 
tkrcxigh all the Islands.; cmd { not^fe^sa^^le^ed v is^ 
he that cometh in, the ,nm* tftfa .Ur-i. , P^rt^^ v 
leaning on far fair daughters, Tru& } an#Lap? 9 tqfm 
many a ple^ant jpatyjfyough tht.lflnd, w#f# $*m^ 
habitant to how Jo. frnmanttf* cr<w> w4 ieto^upon ^ • 
them tlu,mH4 #nd easyyoty tfobtdmce.fakfa *wtofcio 
mands. y But, to return; this Epistif **% miifo\ fir r 
amsement, Qndaddrt^taa.tyq^^ - 
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land! The a&thor had no intention then of ever giving 
it to the public, though the information U contains tar, at 
least more poetically true, and in many points more sim- 
ply descriptive> than either Waller or Moore's poetical 
accounts; as the writer was more recently there than 
the first, and longer upon the Island than the last of 
those gentlemen; having resided nearly four years on 
different of the Bermudas* 
Greenwich Village, (N. Y.) 
July, 1812. 
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A DESCRIPTIVE EPISTLE FROM 

BERMUDA. 

DEEP in the bosom of Atlantic waves, 

Whose snowy foam a rockjr Island laves, 

Far from my friends on western Scotia's shore, 

But further from the land my thoughts deplore : 

I sit me down to muse an hour or two, 

Ease my full heart, and fill a page for you. 

What time the moon a slender crescent wean, 

Dim in the west, and quickly disappears; 

We seek the bark, unfurl each lofty sail, 

To the full impulse of a northern gale : 

And left die land .where polar tempests blow, 

Bind the wild waves, and spread a waste of snow ; 

b2 
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Where woods extend immeasurably wide, 
And gloomy fqgB the summer sun-shine hide. 
Where raisM sublime on her unpolisb'd throne, 
Wild nature reigns unrivaTd and alone : 
Rocks, cataracts, riven, forests, own her sway, 
And caverns exiPd from the light of day* 

But when night's orb her spacious horn had fili'd 
One globe of light, one pure refulgent shield ; 
We saw Bermuda's rocky circled shore, 
Foam o'er the deep, and heard her breakers roar! 
Where gallant ~Sommers» tost by many a blast ! 
Found an asylum from the waves at last! 
Here rocks into a thousand shapes ar^ wrought, 
The yawning cavern,, and the dripping grot, 
And dismal ledges lurk beneath the wave, 
The ship's destruction, and the seaman's. (paW 

For long before the steersman sees the shore, ■ rr . • * 

, .... * . 

Or hears appal'd the inner breakers roar, . 

His gallant vessel with an, awful crash, .... 

r ■ * • i 

On the dire reefs with tbund'ring noise may dash > 
While the stun'd seaman, 'midst a. sea of foam, t . 
Rolls his wild eyes and sadly thinks of .home ; - 
But wife or home his eyes s^all never view, . 

The next fierce surge overwhelms the hapless crew:. 
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And spreads the wredf; intitirm oir the wave* - 
Ufa eye to p jjy ? and o$ arni to pave- 
Yet though the seas* thousand fpdp infeldr 
]Not half so fatal ScyliafaiuM of oklt 
Though needy Spaniard* aiparn'd its tofs of mines, 
Where diamond^ bl$z$ *nd snppy silver shines; 
Tho' bleak and wil<Lthe<duU north-wester roars* 
And rolls the white ware on the rocky, shores* 
That stand a barrier .'nridst the suiting swell, 
So stands a saint amids$ the rage of hett! 
So stands that word of tr^& o# which, I rest! 
When hell pours all hex whirlwinds round my breast ! 

Yet on the land a different view is seen, 
Groves ever gay, and valHea evergreen, 
Here Waller made, the listfning rocks admire. 
The sylvan sweetness of* his chairoing lyre. 
And here his dittie&love^siclt little sigh'd, 
Where the dar£ masgroves kiss the flowing tide. 
But not with these do I attempt a flight, 
Too high the lofty, and too low the light; 
And yet I may one short epistle send, 
Nor fear a critic whom I love, a friend. 
Here Spring-in robes of living verdure deigns 
To crown the cedar hills, and- sunny plains 
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" Here sea-born gales their gelid winds expand; 
" To winnow fragrance o'er Hie happy land.? 9 

When on some little eminence I rise, 
O what a sight to feast poetic eyes ! 
Three hundred Isles adornM with cedar trees, 
That give their balmy sweetness to the breeze : 
While here add there the snowy" mansions rise, 
Like bowers of bliss in graves of paradise ! 
Had ancient poets knoita this little spot, 
These em'rald Isles, that ocean's bosom dot, 
Thessalian Terajfe, and Ausdnian bowers, 
Tho* rich in pastures, and profuse in flowers, 
Had not appeared more beautiful and fair, 
Than these gay rocks and sea-beat islets are t 

• _ r r .... 

Thro' half the year a rich nutritious store; 
The blooming trees and cultnrM gardens pour; 
Here purple grapes in swelling clusters grow, 
There milk-white arrow-root abounds below : 
See rich in juice the musky melon lies, 
Aloof the bread-fruit, green cassadas rise:' 

The savoury onion, and the yellow squash, 

__ * • * ■*■ * > ■ 

The pumpkin green, and bowl-fprm'd calabash. 

In the green woods how beauteous to behold, 

The yellow orange pour his ffaming gold; 
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And juicy. limes u&ask'd spontaneous grow; 
As nfftwe^ c^mmctticr^ each durst, to cfeeer , 
And cool jy^ferv^rara of the genial year. 
Nor qtailfi toy landscapeloving muse forget, 
The luscious fig, and seedy pomet^anate; 
The guava sweet,,ax)d tart the tamarine, 
The mulberry ro& tfce pappa deeply |mo; 
With that [whose ey&y (pinching teafxiispkyiv 
A parasol tpta^ : ft&sofer Hays? 
Delicious fruit, whkfi semej*namfcall. 
Whose pulpy sw^taess fiaveufB ticbto all 

Nor si^£ |fc ajEj^^ 
That a4<^ y uw^aut^ r to : y* Ifttte spot, 
Clear j^o' t|ie ^rtacit bfah i* wretfty r&r&l 
Clasps their ^eeo«ha^HB, and l*^t!)efr,Qa*alglW€S! 
Andlikeanar^rof^i^ii^glaia, 
Improves tbeasqae, an^t^teos^ery gftc*! 
A thousand shiningjhal^ : t^e dtieps jit&oni, 
Withlustr^Jyjp^ 

Thro' the clear, wave dra the rocis are sees, 
The pearjy oyster, and At plant ^arfae: 
On the white sand tjbe jpurex %ms his mail, 
The little nautilus expands bis sail, 



/I 
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Glides through the deep* or datiGes enlfete tide, 
Nor needs the pole or ebnppsjs far fall gtttde. 
Where the stseep crag knrades the war es profound* 
The dreadful scuttle spreads his a r ms ai^s a si , • 
Whose fibrous fwgB twist closely ruuod his jiity, 
Suck the best, Mead, ami drain the life**ra)r. 
O'er the clear water's varfcfcited ltd, '• 
Cavernous recks mod wral thfcfcete spread, 
Where botflbd cooks their £t»*rjr fines bttfbld, 
Gem the blue deep, saal driuk the solar gold* 
Here too huge wbaios ta rapid motion sweep, 
Roll o'er the wtfres, dr fbttn along the deep : 
Darkling the wfcke satitl with a dreadfel shade, 
While from their nostrils roars a bright cascade t 

In this bright Isle, oo wint?ry snow* are knewtt! 
Those wfaite-ttfes/d scourges of ffe frigid tone ! 
Nor winter house, die native here requires, 
Nor downy furs to warm, nor Blaring fires. 
For tho'the gonial era* be far remote, 
In southern climes to charm (he friewlrr goat ; 
And make the hatighty Dons of Paragtta' 
Seek the cool shade, or pant beneath his sway: 
Tet still enamourM of these sea-girt shores, 
O'er heaven's arch a gentle heat fee pours; 
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Hence winter hripga, thtf iotfnfeg jbiflvws jri)* 
No icy: a ro if g ,faw p ,*ki frogs* pate. 
Tis true, the gardtq* half tHw beauty, kra, 
And cbill and hea^fajlihenr^ <fe«aj 
The % and vine, their.leafy beauty ^hed, 
And the pomegranate' «; 



The pride of Ift<J\ iu;h$a& ^^Muggtfcftd^ 
Not weded^^r>^ptGT;di|an^y^ 



Now gently thro' tb$ vejua the 4if*Ma*d gftfa* 
Thetitmat%^^^rh^»*rt^ ? 

Iiegg fierce the yeaHP0W^lMf|iurtiM4ite^ . 

Nor burn th^eye^^y^witteUhfr favtirig-iwiiitft. 
Yet onr these roc>* titf fiMfc^wi^;aqpHttjdemiidf,^ 
Foam* o'er the ree&, m&t^wimmfrtostobl . 
And ere the moroing th ywro h p m focid rate , 
Of virgin l%hW^?b^4hefdittiy^W»; 
The wrecker «Ur«p^iw*t of the rdayj , 
To the high clifl^^iwUf hir^i^ef wayi „ 
And where the^ocea* uM*t*<ifce agokedbakfea, 
Where gtimmerj^wJiHMbMlK^ 
Some hapless Jtwrkfemeig^V-er;^ -tide, 

Her cables cut, J»e#aaU mMt*^€r^?>»yv 
Along her bmfaih*fi»* to&m iMKB xomry 
Mount the tall stent aodMluiiidflt fifaHthe pr*r** 



/ 
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These verdant isles amidst the mighty Inain, 
These sunny rocks where bloom and beauty reign, 
Auspkious wisdom might in love design, 
A cooling refuge from the burning line; 
A shady harbour, a serene retreat, 
From torrid fevers, and from torrid heat. 
Some say since baxristfd fWm the fiery zone, 
The fair Hygeie males this Isle her throne! 
Gaily along the breezy shore she roves, 
Or builds her palace *nrfrist the cedar groves ; 
A thousand convalescents own her sway, 
Bless her mild rule, and willing homage pay : 
From where the son's insufferable Maze, 
Makes sultry nights and suffocating days'; 
From wide Cohunbta's ytfriegated coast, 
From Fundy 9 s fogs, and w3d Acadia's frost ; 
With slack' ned nerves attd dissipated Woom, 
To gain a cure, a respite from the'temb: 
The wasted afck to these pare isles repair, 
T' inhale the sweetness of salubrious air; 
Those hope to find a cooler cHm*, and thfee 
A warmer sun-beam and a milder brfesfe. 

Clad in her sylvan charms *nd sunny robe; 
This island has no rival on the globe : 



» • t 
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Each taste maytnd a flavour sure to please; 
Each eye a gay, * gratefal cotton* sees; 
Each constitution find* a beakhfrdgale, 
And flowers and cadftr gratify each smell* 
Could happiness from aay spot arise, 
These em'rald islands might dispute the prize ; 
The morn w fragrant, and when n%jbt has drawn 
Her sable curtain over hffi and lawn; 
And from the east the fall orb'd moon appear*, 
The blazing planets *jnd the twinkling stars; 
The dark tall cedar's sphy tops are seen, 
In vivid brightness gold *and smttffeg green: 
But when from heaven's higher arch she pours 
A flood of glory en the sparMfag shores. 
The placid ocean dasried with her rays, 
Seems liquid gold, so bright the water blaze! 
A thousand beauties burst Hpota the sight I 
And the whole landscape glitie** with delight t 
Thus nature 'Charms, till fierce ^solstitial rayfl^ 
From Leo, or I ntensor Virgo Mtae; 
Then flaming beat- with rage unrivaFd pours, 
Along the searched hffls and rocky shores, 
And spreads a *&mal arid waste around, 
Shrivels the plants and burns the thirsty ground. 



r^ 
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And now, unlessthe mellow clouds distS, 

Their burned itoret, oo garden gfovaj wd hill, 

Man's purest beverage would surely *A J : - 

And mad'ning thjnt alike o'er .41 prevail* 

For here no rireis p^ir their elur7«|tal tide-! 

No fountains rise, no lucid ourrentagltfe ! . 

No gushing torrent* down the raouataiaB foam t 

No weedy brooks «tlong the vallies roam ! 

But every house adown i|s sloping sides, 

A ridge to guide the fx>uringxwpi^vi(|e»; ■. : 

Around the eaves the eager waters flow, , 

By spouts conducted to the tasks below; - 

For seldom do the bounteous sides refuse. 

Their grateful showers, or n%bt~refreshiog dews; '. 

Hence every month through all the annual round, 

Or loads the tree, or paints #*' eoanieftl ground. 

Yet 'midst thy many beauties, lovely Isle, 

Where ceaseless Sprmg* and constant Summers smile; 

Amidst thy healthful clime, an4 softenM gales, • 

Thy cedar hilk, and suMllumin'd vales; 

AbhorM oppression with her goigon face, 

The scourge and tenor of the sable race; 

Spurns at the native rights of freeeborn men, < 

And binds the negro with her seyen-fold chain: 
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Hence deathless essence* Ihst shall survive 

Sun, sea, and 'skies, and live virile angels live, 

Are vilely bought, and mfesftously sold, 

A man, a friend,- a brother, truek'd for gold. 

Like the stout ox that crops the flexile grass, 

As tho' no soul informed the vital mass; 

The youth, sorengtb, statarfe, and the Bmbs are made, 

The life and Mfel of. this detested trade. 

And hence a spirit bought with blood divine, . 

Is basely sacrifieV) at mammon's shrine 2 . 

But this, alas ! is not the worst of ills, 

This rocky Island to its centre fills. 

Fair piety, that richest, sweetest grant 

Of love divine, that superlunar plant, 

Is hare neglected for inferior good, 

Torn by the root* or blasted in the bud. 

Soft indolence her downy conch displays, 

And lures her sons to gay inglorious ease ; 

While guilty passions force th* impure embrace, 

Prom Africa's enslaved, oppressed race. 

And what are cedar hills and skies serene; 

Bloom ever gay, and gardens ever green ? 

What boo? s the health ambrosial gales impart, 

When peace and innocence desert the heart? 
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If pure religion fill'd thy groves and bowers, 
And abed her luatie on thy Kft-fht abores : 
If liberty throughout thy mall domain, 
Humanity and friendship in her train; 
On fell oppreaaioo could erect her thow, 
And rainc thy cliwate'a beauties fay her own; 
Then hall than lovely, verdant* many Me, 
Where summers bloom, and ■etwxii gairy unfle. 
I ra», dear. Sir, 

With the highest respect, 

Tour oblired, huraMe Servant, 
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THE SPIRITUAL TfiBFT, OH STOLEN 

BIBLE. 

WBITTEN ON HAVING MY CULT POCKET BIBLE STOLSN 
BY A BLACK MAN IN ST. GEOBGB, SOMMEB ISLANDS, 
IN THE YEAR 1808* 



Jove fix'd it certain that whatever day, 

Manmakes a «l*ve,; tafcpa luilf his worth away....HoMSB. 



AN African, void of uprightness 

Who like many; others thought stealing no sin; 

Intent oa converting whatever he saw 

To private account, witboat.lfeenae or law; 

Saw my gilt pocket Bible, Wd by on a shelf; 

And stele? it J» Antler % liquor or pelf. 

It was niy inafeotitor j.I lovM it more dear 

Than nrisejajheii knave, or tiplers their beer; 

Its pure revelation* a rapture imprest 

Than riches or diamonds more dear to my breast 

If riches delight, 'twas a fathomless mine, 

Each sentence is worthy in diamonds to shine : 
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Ifscfcnce, the truth written-pages unfold, 
A wisdom more precious than rabies or gold; 
If happiness charms you, there-shines the bright pearl, 
Will make you more joyful than Marquis or Earl. 
How oft with a smile of delight I would say, 
Take health, fortune, friends, and my credit away; 
But leave me my Bible, my treasure it is; 
The spring of my joy, andjoy charter to bliss. 
If cast by misfortune enaauedistiBt isle; ., 
Where seasons ne'er 'bloom, and the skies never smile ; 
Beneath the cold pole in a region of snow, [blow : 
Or on Fuego's* bleak Cape, where the fierce tempests 
With, only one vofeme my tnlod id W*ac4H : ; "' r 
Fd chodse the pure records of k&MinhVgtw&* ' l * " 
Ah ! why would the varlet my &ft*e pttrlofe! 
/ The book he ha* tft^ti, ^he -tkifli fe^66ff>fti^ r 

I hope the sweet word feld* ever imprest; •'*" - •?"■ 
On the tmth- written ttdWets e0Q6eaft!5* &f bfetsk " 
Perhaps 'twas tfce^ilding that klaAzfed toft r<&fqp. •'•' 
So millions ttife sfeit with fhe*ghR*<i>f a4oyt • i r 
They grasp at a pebble, fcnd^hfeik it a gem, •. 
And titrtel is gold, if it .glitter, tothon. > •''■ 
Hence dazzled with beauty the lever ftiflitt* ■■ ' ■•' • 

The hero With 1*onocff,the pact witirwitr ' o» •*> 
• Cape Horn* Sduth America. 
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The fop with his feather, his snuffbox, and cane* 
The nymph with her novels, the merchant with fain. 
The thing was remarkably «dd, J confess; 
And strikes xm as bting m singular caae : 
Men rifle the yosmg, and purloin from the old, 
Rob maidens of Virtue, and arisen of gold: 
While bigots deprivte yon of conscience's right; 
And tyrants raiay rob 70a of liberty bright : 
But a Bible to steal is luroommonly odd : 
Was there terer a thief who delighted in Ood? 
Here, let us imagiie 4ie rogue had a plea, 
My betters care yerSy guiky«& me I 
The trade's become wmfitibn, as *H the world knows; 
From prelates #0 grave to ywwr smart college bea*x : ; 
"Each man has his price," «o the I»4dek swear! 
And pulpits sell tmth like ttoe fortune add bar. 
The velvet strain'd Doctor, who softens his text, 
This world his delight, tho' a guide to the next ; 
Sells truth with a witness, to make it connive, 
At every ill practice, the wealthy contrive : 
Each finical priest, and polite pulpiteer, 
Who dazzles the fancy, and tickles the ear, 
With exquisite tropes, and a musical style; 
As gay as a tulip, as polished as oil ; 
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Sells truth at the shrine of polite eloquence, 
To please the soft taste, and allure the gay sense* 
Nor is he less guilty who seasons with wit, 
Keen satire or humour the Lord's holy writ: 
Does e'er Saul of Tarsus direct to a text 
That makes us cry this breath, and titter the next ? 
Mayhap the poor black had some latent intent, 
And thought by this conduct to give it a vent 
He might feel a fancy to favour his plan, - 
'T was no greater crime than to pilfer a man t 
The argument's just, and I feel in sharp edge; 
It cuts like a razor, and cleaves Bke a wedge; 
Strikes home on my reason, I blush in a minute, 
And feel all the truth and the reason that's in it: 
A Bible to steal is a theft it is true, man, 
Hut stealing and slavmg the blacks is inhuman ! 



.x 
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FAB&WEttU TO XQY&*WQTIA> 



Should fate command me to the farthest verge 
Of .tin* green earth, to distant tabarow* dimes, 
sUv*r%4m|uiewii to song ; where first the ami 

Gilda Alpine mooutjaiaa, or bia setting beams, 

Flame on the .Atlantic Isles : 'tis nought to me, 

8ince God is ever present, ever felt ! 

In the void waste as in the city full, 

And where he vital breathes, there must be joy. 

Tbompiov.' 



rEjEgpU climate of cold, where the icy winds blow, 

jt 

Where the maple fire burns and the lofty pines grow; 
E'er I quit thy cold shores for a happier clime, 
ril chant my farewell in a fragment of, rhyme. 

Seven years have I travell'd thy desolate woods ! - 
And aross'd thy broad lakes, and thy r icy*pav'd floods ! 
With tempest and snow-drift impeding my course, 
And icicles hanging to me and my horse t 
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But shall I forget In thy winters severe, 
When crossing bkak maishses and barrens most drear: 
Full many a blessing has warmed my heart: [smart 
Tho' the cold cbilTd my blood, and my fingers would 

With a rapture of joy I would gratefully bless! 
The cottage that cheerMfa thy bleak wilderness! 
Tho* my lodging was cold, arid the stars I could see 
Thro' the chinks of my log-room bright twinkling on me. 

How oft have I 'scap'd by the skin of my teeth ! 
When the Ise was worn thin by the current beneath $ 
And when by the showers the torrents were rais'd, 
I trembled till past, but deliveVd, I prak'd! 

Hence learn, O my soul! to put trust in thy L&d*!-* 
His care and past dangers be kept on record : 
The sea and the desert with safety are crossMj - 
Be-faithful, thou shalt not in Jordan be last 

Tho 9 thy Spring is unpleasant, thy Winter severe ; 
And freezing and sea-fog encircle the year : (stores, 
Yet thy wilds have therr game, and thy forests their 
And kind are the natives that people thy shores* '• 






The Moose in thy. woopX and the Bears id thy brakes, 
Tl*e ; trout ia thy streams, and the fowls on thy lakes; 
Tlry salmon, thy maple, and fU*e pome-de-terre,* 
A bountiful Providence jointly declare. 

Nor do I foiget that fair piety grows, 
lake an ever-green pUnt amid thy bleaching snows : 
Who rules the green earth from the Oby to Kile, 
Has illumin'd thy wastes with his lucific smile. 

Thy forests and snow-drifts, thy marshes and bogs, 
Thy bircb-coverM wigwams and sun-veiling fogs; 
Thy cold rooky soil, and thy Winters severe, 
presence can sweeten, his blessing can cheer. 



For 'tis not in seasons or climes to impart 
The bliss that enlivens mid gladdens the heart; 
Spitsbergen's cold shores, or Borneo's hot Isle, 
Can please, if illumin'd with Jesus's smile ! 

That smile is a spring of delight to the soul, 
Tho 9 tempests arise and the fierce billows roll; 
It gladdens the desert, it charms the wild wave, 
Gives ease in affliction, and hope in the grave. 

• Potatoes. 
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Ye high-coned pines, and ye balsamic firs-! 
Ye maples so sweet, and ye qiuVring poplars ; [claim 
'Neath your shades* I hare Blood, while ye heard me pro- 
Salvation unbounded thro' Jesus's name ! 

But ne'er shall I wander thy woodlands again, 
Where silence and gloom, brother foresters, reign : 
Nor traxel thy dreary Peninsula o'er, 
From the Canada gulf to the Atlantic shore. 

Farewell to thy plains, and adieu to thy hilb 1 
Thy deep-rapid rivers, and wood-cutting mills, 
Thy terrible bqow drifts, thy bleak torpid coast: 
Adieu to the region of sea-fog and frost I 

* The Author frequently preached in the wood*- 
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THE HOMELY, OR VB&SE8 ON PREACHING. 

How oft when Paul has servM us with a text, 
Has Epictetus, Plato, Tully preach'd ! 
Men, that if now alive, would sit content, 
And humble learners of a Saviour's worth ; 
Preach it who might, such was their love of truth, 
Their thirst of knowledge, and their candour too ! 

. . Cowpsr. 

J T should be brie£ if lengthy it will steep 
Our hearts in apathy, our eyes in sleep : 
The' dull will yaws, the chapel lounger dose, ... 
Attention flag, and memory's portals close. 

It should be warm, a living altar coal, 
To melt the icy heart and charm the soul: 
A sapless, dull harangue, however read, 
Will never rouse the soul, or raise the dead. 

It should be simple, practical, and clear, 
No fine-spun theory to please the ear; 
No curious lay, to tickle letter 'd pride, 
And leave the poor and plain unedified. 

It should be tender and affectionate, 
As his warm theme who wept lost Salem's fate : 
The fiery law with words of love allay'd, 
Will sweetly warn, and awfally persuade. 
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ft should be manly, just, and rational ; 
Wisely conceivM, and well expressed withal: 
Not stuff *d with siDy notions, apt to stain 
A sacred desk* and show a mudcjy brain* 

It should pxam % w$U-ad*pte4 gtf*e> 
To situation, audience, time, and place 3 - 
A sermon form'd for scholars statesmen, lords, 
With peasants and mechanics ill accords. 

It should with evangelic beauties bloom, 
like Paul's at Corinth, Athens, or at Rome : 
Let some Epktetus or Sterne esteem, 
A bleeding Jesus, is the Gospel theme ! 

It should be mkrtl with many an ardent prayer, 
To reach the heart, and fix and fasten there: 
When God and manage mutually addrest, 
God grants a blessing, man is truly blest. 

It should be closely well applied at last, 
To make the moral nail securely fast r: 
Thou art the man, and thou alone wilt make 
A Felix tremble, and a David quake 1 
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AMD BlSCfcOVtVft. ft 



THE BEST WBTB AT THE LAST* OH DEATH 
BED 02* THE RIGHTS 0U*» 



The death tftbe just t U yet undfawa 
By mortal hand : it merits a divine : 
la it hi* deathbed ? Ko, it is fait shrine! 
Behold him there* jest rising to a God~.YoTrwa> 



INSTRUCT me, genius of the eoleinii hoar, 
How mortals leave life's insulated those t 
For thou hast seen the Aittmg soul elope* 
Elate -with triumph* or bereft of hope. 
When waiting or the brink of worlds of bfitj, 
Say, what riciibtessiags crown the good in ting? 
Say, what bright Visions swim before his eyes? 
While in the vestibule of Paradise* 
He waits the eooring hour with steadfast ftuth, 
And as a Mend salutes the nuncio death j 



40. POEM*, MOE4X, BELIOf 0U8, 

But e'er on earth the mortal drama ends, 
And the sweet bird of Paradise ascends. 
Each latent grace more luminous appears ; 
Each rose of Eden richer beauty wean : 
So blooms the violet before a blast, 
And sweeter sings the dying swan at last 
Soft patience soothes his pains, and hopes arise 
Within his breast, that flavour of the skies* 
See on that pale emaciated face, 
What looks of meekness, gratitude, and grace, 
No murmur, ail is placid and serene; 
An angel sweetness in his smiles is seen. 
Peace is not absent now, that fairest flower, 
That sheds her fragrance on man's final hour: 
She makes his easy couch .at eve and morn, 
On softest roses, freed from every thorn; 
Save one short pang to end the mortal strife, 
And gently cut the mystic knot of life. 
Approach his bed, ye scoffers, and profane; ' 
Is this the man ye branded as insane ? 



jam dbsc***tiv*, 41 

Oo, Infidel, tby br^hwr ra*W acqiuim I 
Sio makes the fool, tat piety the Moot! 

No fear, no doubt, the riper race »Oed, 

A beam <rf glory plays armtad h» bet 

But does he feel a seifclaikig timagjb^ 

As he the work, tire totted wo* had WMigkt ? 

No, leas than ottfafeg la his own esteem, 

The Cms Ids glory, and the l*mb his theme : 

He deems the throne of bliss a sovereign gift, 

And dreads as death and misery to lift 

The crown divine, on any but his Lord, 

Or speak of merit, 'tis a term abhorM. 

Humility, the liry-likenf d grace, 

With smiles and tears adorn his dying face; 

While brightly glows the ire of love within, 

And burns the dross of ever/ latent sin : 

Glows in his breast, and glistens in his eye, 

And like an Eagle emulates the sky: 

Lifts him above this elemental strife, 

And gives a foretaste of immortal life. 

d 2 



Thua standing on the awful verge of fate, 

Betwixt a mortal and immortal Mate ; 

He looks serene across the deep abyss, 

To streams of pleasure and to bowers of bliss: 

Hears sounds melodious float along the air, 

Sees angel bands the flaming car prepare ; 

"And all bis prospects brighten to the last, 

« His heaven commences, and his woes arc past" 
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GLORY IN REVERSION, OB THE SAINT'S 
PROSPECT OF HEAYEN. 



This lifts their head, and sweetens every pain * 
In time they suffer, but in bliss they reign 1 



THERE is a hope beyond the grave, 
For all who know a Saviour's grace ; 
There is beyond life's stormy wave* 
For toiling saints a resting place* 

There is a crown of real joy, ' 
For every warrior of the cross; 
There is a treasure in the sky, 
To reimburse the Christian's loss* . 

There is a river of delight, 
Fast by the Lamb's cerulean throne; 
There is a robe of spotless white, 
For gracious souls, and them alone.. 



WW 
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44 POMW, XOKJX, RELIGIOUS, 

There is a sun with sacred rays, 
To brighten all the realms above; 
There is a harp attuned to praise 
Emmanuel's name, the God offbve. 

There is a circle so refined, 
Of saints with purest friendship crown'd; 
United now in heart and mind, 
While ceaseless ages circle sound* 

There is a tree of knowledge bright, 
That yields delicious fruit and rate; 
There is a crown of d a rating light, 
Which every faithful soul shall wear; 

There is a pleasure so divine, 
To gladden and refine the soul; 
A star that shall for ever shiae. 
While Jesus reigns, or ages roBL 

O bring me to that happy ftace t 
O bring me where Emmanuel reigns t 
Renew my heart by sovereign grace t 
Then waft me to the happy pMna * 
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THE PASf OB'S WISH, OB MATERIALS FOB 
. . THE MINISTRY. 



I venerate th* man whose heart is warm, 

Whose hand* are pure, whose doctrine and whose life, 

Coincident: exhibit lucid proof, 

That he is honest in the sacred cause«..CowPEB. 



A CONSCIENCE spotless as Siberian snow 
A tender heart, aliv$ to human woes; 
A single eye, a meek, a flaming zeal, 
That burns unceasing for the public weal 
With love to God and man, an ardent flame, 
And firm in duty's path, whoever blame : 
A soul above debasing avarice, 
A breast to female beauty cold as ice. 
With not one sneaking selfish end in me, 
That man would blame, or angels blush to see ; 
Bold in my resolutions to decide, 
Against the rich} when not on reason's side : 



40 POEMS, XOftAL* RElKUOUS, 

To all impartial, bat a friend to grace, 
And genuine worth, in tatters or gold lace* 
Then to reprove with a becoming zeal, - 
And make the guilty melt as well us feel; 
I humbly ask, because I know 'tis rare; 
These too pacific speak, those too severe. 
To all these gifts, to makeup half a score, 
My wishing muse would add a trio more; 
A sun-bright knowledge how to state and trace* 
What some yclep the economy of grace* 
Ready to learn, as others are to teach ; 
Eager to pray, as some to shine and preach : 
As pious in the parlour, tho' tfc ware. 
As if the pulpit were erected there. 
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THE ABB OK TBISTES, OR SAD TBEE OP 

MOLUCCA ; 

THAT BLOSSOMS ONLY IK THE NIGHT* AN EMBLEM 

OF MY STATE. 



Prosperity always invites us into his presence, but adver- 
sity leares us no choice in the means which God employs to 
force us to take refuge in Himself alene..^8T. Fibre. ' 



SWEET j)|ant, I behold in thy bloom 
An elegant type of my soul; 
Thy blossoms impart their perfume, 
When night has enrelop'd the pole. 
When the night of adversity lowers, 
I blossom the best in the. shade; 
And bear a profusion of flowers, 
When darkness rolls oyer my head. 



48 POEMS, MORAL, RELIGIOUS, 
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For if riches allure with her wiles; 
If honour its glitter impart ; 
If friendship enchantingly smile ; 
And pleasures enliven my heart : 
I say it is good to he here. 
Where roses delightfully bloom ; 

4 

Where music entrances the ear, 
And zephyrs breath only perfume. 

My heart is entranced with delight; 
So foolish and fond of a flower : 
In vain my devotions invite, 
I lose both my love and my power. 
The lovely attraction is broke, 
That drew me to Jesus's side; 
I cast off his beautiful yoke 

■ 

And down the smooth current I glide. 

Till the shades of affliction descend. 
And all my gay vistas decay ; 
My hopes and my happiness end, 
And glide as a vision away. 



POEMB, MMI1L, MUSIC-US, 

Then precious humility blooms, 
That plant in the valley display'd; 
And hope the dark prospect illumes, 
And penitence brighten* the elude. 
Team fall like toe eventide dew, 
Refreshing and aoft from the skies, 
And the bloasoma of gladness anew, 
In richest profusion arise. 
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Then up to my Saviour I look, 
I fly to the refuge divine ; 

I mark in his truth-written book, . 

> 

Each sweetly encouraging line. 

When pains o'er my body prevail, 
When sadness oppresses my mind ; 
When my plans and my prospects all fail; 
When friends are reserv'd and unkind : 
I fly to my refuge and trust, 
I double my ardour in prayer, 
I prostrate my soul in the dust, 
And meekly my punishment bear. 

'Tis heaven, 'tis glory below, 
To suffer and bend to the stroke ; 

s 

Sweet peace like a river shall flow, 

When the will is brought under the yoke. 

Then patience smiles sweetly in tears, 

Meek-ey'd resignation looks gay; 

Submission most lovely appears, 4 

That pearl in a turbulent sea. j 

E 
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THE BEST BEVERAGE, OR LINES ON 
WATER DRINKING.* 



And she saw a well of water, and she went and filled the 
bottle with water, and gave the lad to drink...GEN. xxi. 19. 



WATER hurtful, can ft be ? 

Water never injur'd me: 

I with pure delight have quaff'd 

Many a crystal coofiag taught ; 

Both from fountain, rill, and tank, 

And the gliding river's bank; 

Deeming it delicious cheer; 

Far surpassing wine or beer: 

But in this Atlantic Isle, 

Where the bright-eyM seasons smile, 

I am often told, alas! 

There is poison in the glass; 

* The author was told on his first arrival at Bermuda, 
41 Water will hurt you, do not drink it" 
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Poison 'tis by all reputed, 
'Till with Indian rum diluted. 
Hasten, lovely muse, and bring. 
Water from the lucid spring; 
Where the wine of heaven pours, 
Purest, sweetest, richest stores : 
This exalted Adam's joys 
In the bowers of Paradise; 
This regales the hermit's taste, 
This improves the shepherd's feast; 
Cheers the parched traveller; 
Slakes the thirst, and cools the air. 
Water's reason's beverage, 
Noblest spring of health and age ; 
Healthier far than richest wines; 
From the purple cluster'd vines : 
Not the produce of the cane, 
Brandy brought from France or Spain^ 
Nor Geneva's Juniper, 
With thy simple streams compare. 
Who to thee, alas, prefer 
Ardent spirits, madly err ; 
Tho' the liquors sparkle line, 
And the purple bumpers shine : 
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Death is in the cup, beware, 
Evil demons wanton there : 
Hence the birth of many an ill, 
Liquor-loving mortals feel: 
Poverty and foul disgrace, 
Trembling hand and bloated face; 
Fatal fevefs, starlet eyes, + 

Hydrops of enormous siase; 
Palpitations, pimpled nose, 
Fearful dreams, and gouty toes : 
Nor is less destruction wrought 
Amongst the finer springs of thought : 
Memory thro' ail Its celfc, 
Muddy and forgetful feels, 
Every tender moral sense, 
Dreads the baneful influence : 
Noblest motives quickly die, 
. Brightest aims neglected lie ; 
Scartfe can nrin'd fancy trace 
One bright image in her glass. 
All in rums lies the soul, 
ShatteiM by the fatal bowL 
Who the simple streams despis^ . 
Nature's hand alone supplie*; . 
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May, O solemn thought ! e'er long, 
Want a drop to cool hk tongue* 

Piety delights to bring, 
Water from the limpid spring f 
Nature's noblest bererage, 
Spring of health and pledge of age r 
Ever grateful to the taste, 
Welcome to the Christian's feast. 
But immoral draughts inspire- 
Giddy thoughts and loose d&ire : ' 
Wanton songs, and jests obscejte, . * 
Frantic mirth or fatal spleen : 
Reason hides Jier blushing face, 
Modesty deserts the place ; 
Piety with loathing soul; 
Execrates the impious 'bowl f. . 
Rosy-looking temperance sings v ' 
Of placid passions, healthy springs; 
Flies the brutal crew to dwell, 
By her streamsand limpid weU :• 
Warbling in &er wild notes clear, 
Of many a sage and many a seer r 
How the patriarchal race. 
On the flowery tuif or grass, 



J 



AND- DESCRIPTIVE. 55 

Sat to eat their rural meal, 
While the bubbling stream or well, 
Would the rage of thirst assuage 
With its pooling beverage. 
She would tell how Adam first, 
E'er the fruitftii earth was curst, 
Drank of living streams &at rolPd 
Over gems and sands of gold; 
Hagar'a bottle .she weald slog, 
Jordan's stream and Jacobs spring? 
How Rebecca -S pitcher showed 
At the well the <eh*}c* of God. 
Then how Jacctfa* toy airac*, ^ f «• » 
Thirsted in the. wifcteihess,, - - r 

Till the gushing waters broke 
From the marble-bosom'd rock; 
Rolling with delightful tide 
O'er the sandy deBOGfcwHje,,* 
Cool, exhilarating, sweet, 
To quench' the thirst and wash the feet 
When the fatal fever glows, 
And the blood more rapid flows, 
Thro' the arteries and veins, 
Than a race-horse o'er the plains : 
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Till the body feels u hot 
As the liquor m a pot; 
Then the pure alluvia try, 
While the burning heat is high; 
Or the fever's rage to break. 
Plunge into the cooling lake. . 
But if this be tam'4 too boM, 
Quaff the crystal hamper cold ; 
Till the sweat free* every pore, 
Shows the burning danger o'er; 
And the patient feels as coal 

As the pebbles la a$K*L 
Such divine reftesbmejtii rise, 
From the liquor God supplies, 
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THE MARINER'S BOKO. 

WRITTEN ON SEEING A. W.A.TEB-SFOUV* 



Deep calkth unto deep at the noise of thy waterspouts. 

Psalju lxu. 7. 



WHERE the spiral whirlwind* sweep, 
Where the tempest foams along, 
On the bosomaf the deep, 
Mariner begins my sons;. . 

Many enemies thou hast, 
On the blue expansive ware; 
Every billow, rock and blast, 
Open inlets to the grave. 

Mariner, refrain, forbear, 
Should the awful tempest rise, . 
Can the lips that madly swear 
Supplicate the injured skies. 



$8 POEMS, XOBAJb, ULIftlOUB, 

But a single plank divides 
Thee and thy eternal fate; 
Death upon the tempest rides, 
Think upon a future state. 

See yen foaming cloud decline) 
See ascend the fluid pile; 
Of a squall the certain sign; 
Now the waves begin to boiL 

Now the spiral waters rise, 
Roaring round the vortex wide, 
Shun the ruin of the skies; 
Mariner, to windward jlide. 

See the gloomy column move, 

With the roaxing cataract's sound; 
Black and fierce the clouds above, 

Ocean trembles all around. 

Terribly sublime it scours, 
'Long the agitated air; 
In the van destruction lowers, 
Horror theatens in the rear* 
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Take in, take in every sail, 
See the white-waged squall descend; 
Thunder, lightning, wind, and hail, 
Sea and sky In uproar blend. 

Wide and wild yon breakers roar, 
Mind the helm, the reef ia shoal ; 
Keep her off the fatal shore, 
Or ire perish every souL 

Useless are thy paltry heads, 
Ave Marias will not save; 
Superstition's gloomy creeds 

Cannot snatch thee from the wave. 

To JhfijGod of Ocean cry, 
He will hear the seaman!s prayer; 
To his throne of mercy fly, 
Thousands find a refuge there. 

He can curb the foaming sea, 
He can bid the tempest rest; 
All the elements obey 
Great Jehovah's high behest. 
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Now letliYnina of praiac arise, - 
See the opening haven near; 
Let the ocean, earth and skies, 
Ocean's God in hymns revere. 
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THE PENSIYB PAST OIL* 



Here ev'ry drop of honey bides ft *tiag$ 

Worms wind themselves into our sweetest flowers j 

And even the joy that haply some poor heart 

Derives from heaven, pure as the fountain is, 

ts sullied in the stream, taking a taint 

From touch of human lips, at best impure.,.. Cowrxa. 



/ 
H©W often 1 wander and muse, 
The shores of thfe wrfcircled Isle^ 
Tilt the faH of the erentide dews, 
The negro- return* from his toff: 
I dweH on the beautiful scene, - 
The sunbeams impurple the west. 
All nature is gay and serene; 
Then why k my bosom distrest. 

The plains ate all covered with greeny 
The woodlands with cedars are crown'd ; 

* 

• Supposed to be written by a Missionary cm an island h} 
the Western Ocean, when in affliction, and labouring under 
ministerial disappointment 
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The ocean is blue and serene ; 

The gardens with treasures abound: 

So pure are the breezes that Mow, 

The heavens so azure and clear, 

I ask, can a feeling of woe r 

Find aught that's congenial here* 



Yes, sorrow can visit the bowers 
Of any fair palace on earth ; 
And wither its delicate flowers, 
And drain its sweet sources of mjrth* 
This life is a wilderness f*T> 
Where roses with brambles entwine; 
The path » not ever more gay; 
The day does not constantly shine. * 

Even here in this beautiful Isle, 
Where nature's perpetually gay; 
And dress'd in her emerald smiles, 
« December's as pleasant as May." 
Tho' clusters impurple the vine* 
Tho' oranges beauty unfold, 
The fig-tree its treasures resign ; 
And the lemon flames vegetive gold. 
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Yet tare the fan heart h opprest, 
So roses tastunmer may die, 
For anguish can tertttre ike breast : 
And*adfte*tedim the bright eye, 
The delicate music within, 
The least disappointment may stop; 
Remove but a spring or a pin, 
The wheels of our happiness drop. 

So Jonah rejoic'd in hfc gourd, 
That loured a beautiful shed ,« 
Whose leaves an asylum afford, 
To cool and tq cover his head: 
But a worm in the root could destroy 
The flourishing sylvan saloon; 
So fickle sublunary joy, 
'Tis a lustre akin to the moon* 

Our hope is a delicate flower, 
Which yields to each furious blast ; 
And often we loose in an hour; 
What promlsM for ages to last: 



•4 POEM* w*u* innuovi, 

When the heavens ate calm ai>d««ieoe, 
We fancy 'twill always be day | 
Till the whMwind art atom intervene* 
And sweep the bright project away. 

But tho' each fak lustre nay fade, 
Of mortal ephemera? joys* 
And sparkle, then wiaVd in ahafie . 
As stars disappear from the skies; 
Yet piety sweetly beingn, 

A star in the east ever gfows* 
And cheers With a temfort daring 
The bosom btftaVd of ftpeafc 

To thy lovely refuge X fly, , 
As the desolate dovfc to the itk* 
For oh ! the fierce tempest fc bfeh * 
And the night is both dismal and dark : 
I rest on the promise tUrine^ 
A dawning Aurora appears; 
A pledge that my Saviour will shine; 
And scatter airy sorrows and (cam 
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THE MOSCtiJBTO.* 



IjITTLE busy, burning thing, 
With thy sharp and pointed sting; 
While my min^ if fiiU of musing, 
Thou the widest pore art choosing. 
Darting qukfc th J- little lands in, 
Fierce as boo when r<ftnaneing; '. 
Ankle,, noae* o* ears, or finger ; 
Where the little bioated stinger 
Ctoafls the ro§y blood a» merry 
As a Spaniard does hit Sherry ; 
duicklfeeiy»dtfflatiw, 
Dash the robber from faia Nation, 
Bat my thoughts are set a flying; 
As a flock the fowkr spying ^ 
And e'er fanoy^ reahh^Ipitch in; . 
Reveries gire place to itching. 

* For a curious account of this little pernicious animal, see 
Dr. Coke's History of the West-Indies. 
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If by streams that soft meander, 
Thro 9 the lonely woocbJL wander, 
Where no eye my haunt can see, 
But the partridge on the tree. 
And beneath tire maple's shade, 
For devotion's chamber made ; 
Sweet I taste no other needing^ . 
All the luxury of readings 
Gravely poring e?e* the page 
Of the past or present age; 
Feeding witban inward raptere 
On each Dew-tunaM page-o» ctopter* 
Near my feet Hm stream is plottage 
Or in little eddies eluding; 
Every passion wrapt hi shsoben, ■ ■ ' ■ 
But the love of saoieck 
While the lofty nafffle 
Gently raadfe in fe bstcaa g - 
And from awple, eopsfit Of WUdck, ■, 
Whip-poor.will4w CbitikmWudL 
Make the soMsade* dtijghta^ " ! 
Nothing ntdr «s>spaal indintas/; \ 
, Nothing, till I beai the humming 
Of the little robbfffe Coming •$. 
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Quick tbef ** their pwy r and dart 
Vu)tiire4ifce ob evety part* 
Quick I shu* mf book, aadg* 
Up, and brush ok Id a pet: 
Think the little fe& renmr* 
Impious mi a boo- of Corah. 
If I sometimes feel a pride la 
The mild exercise of riding, 
And the woodland path ami ftting, 
Providence or S fcffr t miu taarimyf 
Something Ifeatbgff kbec ttdajdng, 
Soon I feel IteiMimv mtaomufe* 
All my mind is in a pucker 
With the venemous blood-sucker. 
When the toiling day is done, 
Lost in shades the setting sun, 
And the hour of sleep inviting, 
Bids me lay aside »y writing; 
Soon as e'er my eye-lids closing; 
Feel the sweetness of reposing, 
Fm assaulted by such numbers, 
As destroy the sweetest slumbers. 
Round and round my cranne singing, 
Nose, and ears, and temples stinging, 



68 POEMS, MORAL, RELIGIOUS, 

TillIthiiikiiomoreofrieep%ig > 

Then a bridegroon\ would of weeping. . 
If beneath the sheets I hide, 
'Tis so hot I cant abide : 
Thus a rose-leaf, gnat, or feather, 
Can our worldly comforts wither; 
And will vex, and fret, and ire us, 
Unless patience sweet inspire us, 
This can blunt the edgfe of tearing^ 
And make een affliction pleasing; 
With Ha rtfld and simple veto 
It can cm|> the ierce Mdeqiteto. 
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THE NEGRO MARY, OB INHUMANITY TO 

THE DEAD.* 

BBSPBCTFULLT IKSCBIBBD V* *BB JtUWCXfSSIOH 
•OCIBTY OB THB CITY OB NBW-YOBK, 



-Under ground 



Precedency's a jest) vassal and lord # 
Grossly familiar, aide by aide consume. 
Surely there's not a dungeon slave that's buried 
But lies as soft and sleeps as studs* bc..*Blair, 



ANGELS ope the pearly doors, 
Sweetly swell the raptured lay ; 
Lo a ransom'A Spirit floats* 
Guide her to immortal day, 

, * Black Mary was* married to om of the band belonging 
to the seventh Regiment; she was a pious, sensible, diligent 
creature; beloved and esteemed by both the officers and 
men, and noted for her faithfulness, cleanliness, and honesty. 
While in St. George, Bermuda, she lost several children ; at 
last she sickened and died herself, and was buried by her in- 
fants in the church-yard; but in defiance of nature, decency, 
and humanity, the worthy parish of St George bad her 
taken up again, thinking the hallowed spot would be dese- 
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Not the noble, rich, or wise, 

But a simple saint and poor, 

Claims admittance to the skies ; 

Open wide the pearly door. 

• 
Molly was of Guinea race, 

Deeply sable was her hue ; 

But her placid eyes and face 

Spoke a feeling heart and true* 

Sympathy is not confin'd, -. 
To the noble, rich and high 5 
Molly had a gentle mind, 
And a bosom ferm'd to Bigh. 

Colours may be white or dark, 
For the body is a clod; 
'Tis the intellectual spark, 
Shows the lineaments of God. 

crated by such a deposit. This conduct excited a sentiment 
of indignation in the officers of the corps, and the whole Re« 
giment was ordered to honour and attend her reinterment 
near the. St. George Ferry ; and the Paymaster of the Regi- 
ment dying soon after, requested to be laid along side black 
Mary, which was complied with. 
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Molly had > goal within, 
lovely, noble, and divine; 
Not eclipsed by her ifcto, 
Diamond! in the dirk may shine. 

If of Ethiopie race, 
Jesus no respecter is; 

Congo's sons jwiy taste his grace, 
Widely roll the streams of bliss I . 

From the Cape to Sana's sand, 
From theKTifcer to the Nile; 
Wide the Gospel shall expand ! 
Make the arid desert smile! 

4 

Molly knew the Saviour's love, 
She had felt the Mood applied; 
Tasted of Ike powers above; 
Pardon thro* the crucified. 

But she sickened And she died ; 
Princes mast resign their breath ! 
And her end exempHfed, 
How the saint is blest in death. 
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Like a summer'* Itimatox sty '. 
All serene the ftokUta wail 
Till her spirit mounts onbigb, 
Leaves die grass eawnatfrfof aMi* 



Lei the drums be muffl&d a)l! 
Let the music sokmg play ! 
Lift the bier and bear the ptft 
Molly near ber cfcUdaw lay t 

Earth to earth, and dust t» dustt 
Now the tomb receive* bar amu* 
Till the trump awakes Hm jnati' 
To ascend a bcUliaot throne* 

No, the ra§*o£ crud mea» . 

With the fett byeana'aq^f 
Tore her from the aaK&apfe, 

Robb'd her of wpt*J<$*4rM* 

Grudg'd her bodjr of a to art* 
Tore the taow* turf from; bat ta& 
fiTer the grass bcgui to Mpam 
O'er the eonaacxated dead. 



s 
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What, deny tor (hart 4 place 
On its genuine mo&erfe breast I 
O ye slave-oppresstng race! 
She isww the Saviour's guest 

Yes, the consecrated spot, 
Africans shall ne'er invade; ••■■•• 
Where the; whites corrupt and rot, 
Not a negro shall be laid. 

Is the wide distinction nought, 
'T wixt a wMte man awl a slave P }l 

Who can bear Ae horrid thought, '*'••'' 
To hare blacks beside his grave * 



• » : r v 



O ye hypocritk drone*! 
Curst with hearts that cannot' fed^ 
Callous to the negro's groans f 
As a rock or bar of steel! l 



)\K\ 






If the judge of all mankind '• * 

As ye measure mete toydii^ ; :< *'-' 

What compassion will ye find f : ' : "'. 

Only rigour is your due! 1 i *- ° 

o 
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TO DIB IS GAIN.* 

INSCRIBED TO THE MEMORY OF 

MESSES JANE AND SALLY SEABURYt 

WHO BOTH DIED HAPPY IN THE LORD. 



-Death is the crown of life : 



Were death denied, poor man would live in vain ; 
Were death denied, to live would not be life ; 
Were death denied, even fools would wish to die ; 
Death wounds to cure ; we fall, we rise, we reign ; 
Spring from our fetters, fasten in the skies ; 
Where blooming Eden withers in our sight ; 
Death gives us more than was in Eden lost ; 
This king of terrors is the prince of peace* 



Youxc. 



TO die is gain; yes, rich immortal gain j 
The saints' triumphal entry in the sky ; 
The bright reverse of sorrow, fear, and pain, 
A happy transit to the realms of joy. 

* This was the text of the funeral sermon. 
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To die is gain, no stormy billows roll, 
In the still haven of the happy shore, 
Soft are the gales of bliss, serene the soul, 
The hurricanes of mortal life are o'er. 

To die is gain, the raptured spirits know, 
Blest with the dazzling starry diadem; 
In glory ceaseless tides of pleasure flow, 
And mystic lamps of love for ever flame. 

To die is gain, the toil-spent minister, 
And hoary saint, by pain and sickness worn, 
Quaff sweet oblivion to their mortal care, 
And pluck in bliss the rose without a thorn. 

To die is gain, the beatific sight, 
The golden streets and verdant groves attest; 
Where circling sweets perennial delight, 
And flowers unfading crown the sinless blest. 

To die is gain, ye thoughtless gay attend, 
See the pure saints resign their mortal breath; 
How pure their lives, how pacific their end; 
Their path to glory is the vale of death. 
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To die b gain, exhilarating text, 
To her whose Ins demand* the sharpest grief; 
This soothes the throbbing soul when sore perplest, 
This balmy passage furnishes relief. 

To die is gain, 'tis boimdlew gain to die 
Tho' dark and cold the subterranean bed; 
'Tie the pure vestibule of endless joy, 
Where wreatha of glory tiowu the happy dead. 
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THE ADVANTAGES OF SLEEP* 

A WIGHT THOUGHT. 



TirM nature's swtet restorer, balmy sleep»..You*& 



BaLMY dumber, sweet repose, 
E'er my drowsy eye-lids close ; 
E'er I lay me down to rest, 
E'er the downy couch be press'd; 
While the stars are twinkling bright, 
While the moon-beam gilds the night, 
While the dew falls thick and damp 
On the black's palmetto camp ; 
While on high the leafy trees, 
Rustle, with the night-fall breeze: 
And the watch-dog's bark I hear, 
Feebly faint, or briskly clear: 
E'er I bid the world good night, 
Let my muse indulge a flight; 
One amusing vigil keep, 
In the vestibule of sleep. 
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Sweet oblivion of cine, 

Thousands |o thr cowrte r^air- r 
Thou art Wwwr's ftW^et reqpflte, 
Welcome are the shades of night, ■ 
Welcome is the peasant's shed, 
Pleasant is the (Otter's b&L 
After drudging tiuro' the mire, 
Thou the plough-boy's sweetest hire. 
Here the weary, is at 
Sleep is a 

Jaded in the burning soil, 
Here the slave forgets his toSL 
In his wigwam on the ground, 
Sleeps the Indian hunter sound ; 
By his side his dog and gun, 
For the toilsome hunt is done. 
Gently sinking to repose, 
Here the sick forgets his woes. 
Sorrow sleeps and finds relief, 
Here the heart absolves its grief. 
When within thy sacred charge, 
The imprisoned walk at large ; 
And the manumited mind 
Roves thro 9 nature uncoufined. 



80 POEMS, MORAL, KELIGIOUB, 

Poverty in thee is rich, 
Tho* he slumbers in a ditch; 
While the veteran in his camp, 
Sleeping on the ground bo damp, 
Fats before the morning light, 
All his hostile foes to flight 
The rough seaman far from home, 
Dashing thro 9 the roaring foam, 
On the wide wave swelling sea, 
Finds a quiet port in thee; 
Lavs him down with jacket wet. 
Every danger to forget, 
And in sweet oblivion lies, 
Till the watch is catfd to rise. 




» » f 
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THE SLATES O* THE BEAUTIFUL ISLE. 

A gOMUlT. 



BERMUDA, thy rocks arc the mariner's dread, 

But calm and pellucid thy seas; 
Thy skies in a vest of pure azure arrayed, 

Waft sweetly the health-giving breeze. 



Fair blooms thy gilt orange and beautiful lime, 

Whose acid refreshes the taste ; 
The sun never viewed a more temperate clime, 

For the plains never felt a cold blast. 

The sun and the showers in succession arise, 

And nature delights in the sway; 
And when the soft nightfall envelopes the skies, 

How pure is the silver moon's ray. 

In the blue bosom'd ocean amid madrepores, 

A rock in the tempest torn deep; 
^f ilk white are the breakers that foam on thy shores, 

But the ledges have made many weep. 



^1 
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From the clamour of battle removed afar, 

• Thy vales are the harbours of peace; 
But slavery all the mild blessings can mar, 
Sweet Island, it k thy disgrace. 

Thy vessels are rapid that skim the blue deep, 

Thy cedars glide over the flood; 
But the mariner slave is predestin'd to weep, 

And mingle his tears with his food. 

But still they are fond of the health-giving spot. 

And prefer it to liberty's smile ; 
In love with their chains, and content with their lot, 

They delight in the beautiful Isle. 
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THE WE ART NEGRO. 



A DliXOCWX* 



Still in thought as free as ever, 

What are England's rights, I. ask, 

Me from my delight to sever, 

Me to torture, me to task; 

Fleecy locks and black complexion 

Cannot forfeit nature's claim; - 

Skins may differ, but affection 

Dwells in white and black the same....CowrER. 



NEGRO, is thy labour ended 
la the parched burning ground? 

By the vesper star befriended, 
Art thou to thy cottage bound ? 

Tea, kind massa, night has freed me 

From de drudging toils of day, 
I will to my cabin speed me; 
* Dete my weary body lay, 
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Negro, 10 thy treatment cruel? 

Is thy master kind or not ? 
Hast thou food enough, or do ill 

Overseers oppress thy lot ? 

Art thou easy and contented? 

Satisfied to be a slave ? 
Hast thou ever yet repented 

Crossing the Atlantic wave? 

Easy ! dat be great ting, massa, 

Negro easy, cannot be, 
While de white-man make us passa 

Life of pain and misery. 

Back k whipped, and food 1b scanted, 
One poor quart of corn a day; 

Tho' we laboured, sweat, and panted, 
In de son's consuming ray. 

Can poor negro cease to sorrow. 
When his wife and children rise t 

Snatcn'd perhaps before lb morrow 
From his arms and longing eyes P 



» 
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Black j&an, do thy hardship* never 

Make thee flunk of Gbd above? 
In thy sorrows dost (ben ever 

DreadMwengeojiee, ask his toe ? 

Yes, good urates*, dat be twdy 
In my tiieughts, both flight end day ; 

Yet poet Goto nos but newly 
Known de wsowJjtofssd way. 

Tho' <fe white man wttp and strike us, 

When w« fa^ beneath our toil; 
Stai do gracious Sovimr like ui> 

Make de negro bosom mile. 

Tell me, Cote, whobastsflgbttiu*, 

Jesus died * world tosave » 
Surely net 4te wreteh wbe bought *ee» 

Or conveyM time o'er the wove. 

No, notmassa, dey were bed t&en, 

And wmddlfigfrt, andcttrse, and swear; 

Sing, and drink, aodobout Hke madmen, 

Bu* dey never made * prayer. 

a 
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Depoor negro wrapt in blindness, 
Hardly knew a God above: 

Till de missionary kindness 
Point us to a Saviour's love. 

Dey proclaim a bleeding Jesus, 
Who for negro shed his blood;. 

Who from sin and Satan frees us, 
And can do poo* negro good. 

Sweet de Sabbat; for 'Us bringing 
Day of rest, to worship God; 

Sweet de preaching, sweet de singing, 
For it does poor Cato good. 

Now I feel amidst my troubles, 
Many a drop of sweet delight; 

To de world; and all its bubbles, 
Cato long has bid good night 

Dis beguiles poor negro's sorrow, 
Sweetens all his burning toil; 

When he hoe de cane to-morrow: 
Den de loving Saviour smile*- 



AND DESCRIPTIVE. 87 



COLONIAL COURTESY. OB A PRISON FOR 

THE PIOUS.* 



That man should thus encroach on fellow-man. 

Abridge him of his just and native rights* 

Eradicate him, tear him from his hold, 

Upon the endearments of domestic life 

And social, nip his fruitfulness and use, 

And doom him for perhaps a heedless word 

To barrenness, and solitude, and tears, 

Moves indignation ; makes the name of laws 

(Of laws whom only petty tyrants make) 

As dreadful as the Manichean god, 

AdorM through fear, strong only to destroy....TAs*. 



v 



uOW dark a text is Providence divine, 
None here can read th' inexplicable line ; 
Blind chance appears the vast machine to guide, 
And random here, and caprice there preside. 
Mad riot rolls along with coach and four, 
The pious orphan begging at his door: 

> « 

• Lines wrote on seeing the name of John Stephenson, Cut 
in the floor of the jail of St George, Sommer-Islands, where 
he was imprisoned for preaching the Gospel of Christ 
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Here blooming virtue finds an early grave, 

While crouds admire a rk5h and hoary blare : 

Pride lifts aloft her ovetwietairig crest, 

See folly strut in silk and diamonds drest : 

Aloof see worth in want, see virtue pine, 

And own the wonders of the plan divine. 

JFor still unerring Providence decides* 

The weal or woe, that this, m that, betides, 

'Tis he permits the wicked man to sway, 

The weak to struggle, and the poor obey* 

If haughty demagogues oppress the just, 

And trample innocence beneath the dust ; 

If fiery bigots persecute and rail, 

And then consign the good man to a jail ; 

Make might a law to gratify their spleen, 

Then talk of justice, villany to screen : 

Thro 9 every maze of this intricate plan, 

There is a God that marks the ways of man; 

Tho' clouds and darkness hide his soVre^gn throng 

To man, to angels, his designs unknown § 

Yet wisdom, love, and justice, still attend, 

He's still at heart the injured good man's friend. 

Be therefore calm, ye pious, in your lot $ I 

Celestial equity is wt forgot : " 



i 
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The happy day will come that shall redress, 

Who suffer for the cause of righteousness. 

This truth ihe injured Stephenson confest, 

His jail and lawless sufferings told the rest, 

Methinkfr I see W imprison'd veteran stand, 

Grief in hk heart, the bible in his hand ; 

A tear would how and then unheeded flow, . 

But 'twas a- tear of pity, not of woe: 

And ever and anon some precious text 

Would lift his heart from this world to the next ; 

The den of thieves became' a house of prayer, 

While God's much injured minisler was there f 

And sounds of praise thro* all the prison rang, 

for many a hymn of praise to God he 4ftng \ 

And thro' his narrow portahr iron bfeflPd; , '■>' ' 

Full oft the bleeding SAvim^al^ declared: J ' ' • 

While day by day his prison to beguile, 

And teach the gloomy soUtade to smile; •' ' r '- ? 

The deep-out teu^ersotie by one taosev 

That give the shorts ptaiflibfetoiy of -* his woesV 

Great force each letter has, Useem* to say 

That Paga******* gMNHIIIrtrt «*, 

Made penal codes t' eclipse the Gospel tight; 

l*st men should not enough admire the nights 

h 2 
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This line record his Dame, die 4*4* md tiofte, 
The next bis punishment, the last his crines 
flw crime, had ken maad«f feme bereft, 
Or plung'd in tiroftsoft, perjury, «riheft ? 
Was it base lewdness? «e, the pciest was put?, 
Tho' each as suits nay have his ftv'ii te<jnear| . 
Such hackney'd trifles «o ime will condemn, 
Each man and boy may safely practise ibeat. 
Was it for murder? tuwder as a«i% 
That make* a deep and hating <sts£n wilbte* 
Or did the^ulprit Afmaasioppeees, 
Whom few w«H pty, aadnet <wa redress ? 
Ah no, hie crime wasbteekgi* for Jjfcaatbese t 
Out with it, theii, pray tell us, if you please? 
It was a crime of spchra hejiMiiassar^ 
As made the jary &ei»Uc, .and t^e -court 
Ctonsignhimtoththecmiytf *.j^j . 
Without or pity,nfliB^ri2e,^ri^£, i«r bpil. „ 
He preach'dthe Gospel 4e4>eaightedstores£ 
He told the last tfe*t<soly JmMW*$t '■ 
Hepre^Mthej^UlysMM^r^b^Hewet ; s. ; 
And such a crine tbe^sjlirMmiW^^^K w, 
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THE CEDAR GROVE,* 

A ftOHJNXV. 



THE breath of yon delicate gale, 

So sweetly delightful to me, 

Comes fresh from the grove in the vale; 

And exhales from the green Cedar-tree; 

All Lebanon flourishes here, 

In verdure, in beauty, and bloom, 

The skies are as azure and clear, 

The air yields as rich a perfume- 

» 

The rose and the lily may joia 
In beauty and lovlness fair ; 
The pinfc and the jasmine combine; 
To scatter their odours in air : 



• The Cedar-tree, ( Jimiperus Bermudiana)is the delight, or- 
nament and ritfiesof Bermuda* With its lovely ev er gr e en, 
it gives the Islands the appearance of a continual spring, and 
fey its delicious fragrance, diffuses an aromatic atmosphere 
over every pan of tins beautiful and lniniature archipelago. 
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But the rose is the child of an hour; 
The lily Till bend .with etch blast; 
The pink ii a short-lived flower; 
'Tie the Cedar alone that will last. 

Some lore the sweet orange bo big, 
Its fruit is a cooling regale ; 
These ask: the banana or fig, 
And those lore the palm of the vale : 
But neither the orange, nor all 
The fruits that enliven the grove ; 
Nor vet the palraeto so tall, 
Can vie with the cedar* I love. 
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THE BEPBOBATE, OR GBACE FINALLY 

BEJECTED. 



And it there who the Ueued cross wipes crff* 

As a foul blot, from his dishonoured brow ? 

If angels tremble, 'tis at such a sight : 

The wretch they quit, desponding of their charge, 

More struck with grief or wonder, who can tell ?.~Yo»e. 



THE blind Apostate, tort to every good, 
Makes light of ain, and nocks a Saviour's blood : 
Pride join'd with hate, and hate with deadly sift* 
Blast each fair bud, and form a bell within. 
Terror and love in dtffereot forms are tried* 
To curb Mfjpassion and abase his pride; 
But love anil ir£'%ire ineffectual here, 
That cannot raise a blush, or this a fear : 
Not the dire torments of hell's deep abyss;, 
Not the puift raptures of seraphic Miss; 
Not the bright glories Paul in vision saw; 
Nor vulture patigs thai Dives's bosom gnaw ; 
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Nor precious promise from the inspired line, 

Nor malediction of. the wrath divine ; 

Can melt a vile apostate Infidel, 

Or make a Julian-hearted sinner feeL 

Sooner an aged stubborn oak may bend, 

And the firm flinty rock to pieces rend, - 

Sooner shall polished marble take the seal, 

Or supple quills engrave elastic steel, . 

Than he relent; whose tongue with blasphemies* 

And heart with rage, th* incarnate God denies. 

Range the wide world, explore the ocean round* 

Skim the blue sky, or pierce the solid ground ; 

Look every page of nature's volume thro', 

All things examine, and all subjects view, 

Then say, and prove the assertion if you can* 

Does aught in nature equal such a man ? 

All things submit to a superior force, 

Rocks wear away, and rivers change their course; 

The firmest marble and the brightest ore, 

Gold of Peru, or gems of Visapour, 

Are meekly passive, all some force obey ; 

Gold will dissolve and diamonds melt -awajq 

Marble obeys the chisel and the saw, 

And solar beams a rock of ice will thaw,. 
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The flaming forge o'ercomes well-temperM steel, 
And makes the inn bar quite pliable; 
But his rebellious heart no power can bend, 
No flames can soften, no concussions rend, 
Whose day of grace and blest privations fled, 
Whose soul is brutish, and whose eye is lead; 
Whose neck a seal of reprobation binds, 
Whose mind a penal vail judicial blinds. 
If once the Spirit leave the breast, O then ! 
The holy place becomes a dragon's' den : 
Hence the fine springs, the pure essential joys, 
That raise and wrap the righteous to the skies, 
No more impression make, no more, alas 1 
Than oil on polish'd surfaces of brass. 
Presumptuous, callous, yet without a fear, 
Hell in the front, and vengeance in the rear, 
He rolls in sin, till justice with a frown, 
Draws the red sword, and cuts the rebel down. 
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THE CONTRAST, OR FIN AX, HOUfc OF 

THE WICKED.* 



If death wore nothing, and nought after death ; 

If when men died aft once Chef ceastt to he, 

Returning 1 to the barren womb of nothing, 

Whence first they sprung, then might the debauchee 

Untrembling mouth the heavens ». then might the druBkawT 

Reel over his full bowl* and when 'tis drain'oV 

Fill up another to the brim, and laugh . 

At the poor bugbear death ; but if there's an hereafter* 

And that there is, conscience unkifluenoed «peaks. 

Then mutt it be an avoful thinf to <&>., M B&Aia> 



He goes at last, (the final hour is come,) 
To hear his sentence and receive h» doom. 
Ah, how imlikft tb* lowfy Christian's death, 
Does he in joyful hope resign bis breath ? 
Does he in tha^tremendous hour of need 
A blood-writ title to salvation read ? 
Alas for him, he's neither part nor lot 
In what the saints receive, and Saviour bought t 

•^See Page 39. 
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For dismal doubts the final hour assail, 

And viper fears o'er all his hopes prevail: 

Keen tort'ring pangs his guilty spirit tear. 

And hell's own miniature, abhor'd despair : 

He reads in wrath divine his future state, 

Like him of Babylon, and knows 'tis fate. 

In quest of hope, if he on life look back, 

Each page is blotted with a crime more black 

Than deepest shade, of Erebus or night, 

Nor will a single section bear the light: 

That shows the gall and venom of his breast, * 

This paints in black his bitter biting jest 

At holy things, his supercilious sneer, 

When scoffing scriptures from his scorner's chair; 

And ev'ry proud ungodly thought and word 

Against the saints is kept upon record; 

Those whining fanatics he could not bear, 

With all their cant, hypocrisy and prayer; 

Who oft with gall upon his tongue he curst, 

For those most holy he believed the wqrst : 

Poor man, how gladly- now he'd change his state, 

With those he bitterly abus'd so late ; 

For death and conscience stare him in the face, 

And fain he'd die at rest in any case ; 

i 
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Not from a love jp God* but fear rf iuft . f . 

For who with floods and Home* <*a bea* jts> |lv«tt? . 

Sut die he must, fto fm 1 *wr is tone* 

And not a ray of ligbt ty* tbougfeto iltums 

Wildly around bk hs«tfd <*•+•* *>U> 

AndBpeakthef^pi^o/abi^leiftpao.1; 

Had he a thousand frftlQ> within fell p»wV; 

HW part with all to Uvo anotbflr.bomr. 

Must he depart and go, fa* know* not when? 

Can neither covgjajs ease, nor doctors spare,? 

Oh this is woe, the deepest woe frdepd j 

Enough to make a BMafctejsfPtue Me*l I 

To feel the cold pslt ebwity *w#ato of depth, :' 

The stpmnieriog tongue, fei^Hs^iarfgaapiog breath* 

Without a i»jr of tuejnqr tobagtdle 

His pangs, when ahttfliBg off the mortal CoH: 

To lay him down fa soijiow, aodao IraAe* 

No spark of )iop* no team of specfrl grsjog: 

Nor can his friends tbtt wajt flNMnd bja bflfc 

Beguile the hb^nesa of tbedisina) shade; V 

They watob, with torturing fee* art e^p Mtspejaejo 

The dismal horron of bis txfr head* \> \ v 

Once he thPUght heU a fable, now aias $ 

His conscience loud proojaina the delefel plate* A 






Torn suddenly f jtan all his pleasant thing* ; 
How fiercely keen each sad reflection stings 
From all that gay deluded mortals please, 
His days of feasting, tad bis nigbts of ease : 
Drove out to sea by a tr em en d ous gale, 
Without a compass, anehot, helm, or ssSlt 
Where distymt from the beatific shore, 
He sinks in dismal waves to rise ao more. 



Nor is it better with the wretch who dies 
In stupid epaihy, the dupe of lies; 
A faithless priest, or siren friend may tell 
The dying sinner all is safe and well; 
With anodynes the drowsy conscience lull, 
With soothing lies the restless judgment gull : 
May help him to a vain delusive hope, 
And lean his soul on a most rotten prop ; 
Till down he sinks to meet an awful fate, 
And curse his deep delusions when too late. 

The stubborn sceptic may refuse assent 
To sacred truth, till life's last wick is spent ; 
May riotously live, and when he die, 
Draw courage from despair to vouch the lie-; 
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Tm flaming justice Ms damnation seal, • 

A firm beKeYer, now against his will : 

•Convinced by torturing evidence and light* 

Perdition has made many a proselyte. 

A brainless rake with sopelciliouft air, 

May laugh at hell, and wish all priestcraft the**-; 

May tip his shafts with tHasphemy and wit, • * 

And twist and ridicule God's holy writ: ' 

So did Voltaire but when his death drew near, 

The hoary sceptic, harrowed up with fear, .' * 

Would fain have been a Christian at the last, .' " 

But ah, too late, the fatal die was cast t . , 
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IilNES OK THE HBJlTH Off MB*. 

BRADLBY.* 



»«•»■»»«■«■■—»■»»—»> 



moment pit jt 
Hit little weapon in the narrower sphere 
Of sweet domestic comforts, and cats down 
The fairest bloom of sublunary bliss Young. 



Mysterious Prorkfeac^ no mortal eyes 

Can pierce the darkness ef ttoy otote diaguiae : 
Cekikl sugek' ken explore Ibe awful gloom, 
Then angel breasts must feel at ills to come : 



•The event that occasioned the following lines was one ef 
the most deeply affecting that ever came under my observa- 
tion. Mrs. Bradley, a pious and very amiable woman, the 
wife of Leveret Bradley of 8t John, New-Brunswick, had with 
her three precious children, been spending the summer with 
her parents* Mr. and Mrs. Davis, in Halifax, In the month of 
November she took her passage in a brig bound to St- John, 
and commanded by Gapt Matthews of that place ; but one 
stormy night* an they were entering the Bay of Fundy, it was 
perceived thcreasel was on foe, and so rapid were the flames, 
they had scarcely time to get out the boat, and get Mrs. B* 
nhilsnxh into it» when they began to ran up the rig* 
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But all fe darkness, all is wrapt in night; 

ConceaTd from human and angelic Mght ; 

Or e'er Lavinia saiFd, some friendly power 

Had timely sav'd thee from the fatal hour; 

Thy parents too had snateh'd thee from thy doom, 

From early glory and a watery tomb r 

Could they before the fatal hour drew nigh* 

Have read thy dreadful, awful destiny $ 

Ere yet the gallant vessel spread her sail, 

Or felt the mighty impulse of the gale; 

Ere the sad boat conveyM thee from the shore, 

From weeping eyes that never saw thee more : [wots, 

They would have snateh'd thee from the' approachiag 

But who the will of sovereign wisdom knows ? 

ging. Besides Mrs. B. and her three chBdreft, there weVe 
twenty-Seven sailors, mostly passengers, on board, who all 
crowded into the boat, and sunk her to deep she would hardly 
swim ; hence they were obliged to go before the wind.' The 
weather was very cold, and what increased their miseries 
they were without food, without fuel, and some of them al- 
most without clothes ; in five days, more than twenty of them 
Jierished, among whom were Mrs. B. and her children ; she 
Was resigned- to her fate,* and justified the will, of; God event 
in this awful crisis. The captain and four men only were 
atfved. On hearing' the melancholy event, Mr. Bradley waa 
for a longftiate in ast&teof distraction. Lord, 
able are thy ways, past finding out ! 
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Soft was the br«i^^ wd aaure wa» the skiei, • 
Along the wave* the painted vessel flies ; 
Thy heart wUb hope aad-traasport gaily beat, 
To meet thy love, thy own sweet Leveret; 
Each proipect brightens as the vessqlgljdes, 
But ah! what iUe the future Moment hides! 
The burning ve*ei opt» to my viaw, 
The anxious capiain aftd <the fiighten'd orear; . 
I see, I see, the/spiry flames arise t • 
Mount thQ tall wast, and tsetaMe io the skies I 
The night with heavy clouds caadensed hun& 
The whistling wind in hollow murmurs sung; 
The dreary bays, cold rapid billows roar, 
And far, Oh! Car away the distant shore! 
But Oh ! what meets my sights awakes my feats, 
Thyself— thy lovely babes aU drowa'd io tear*! 
Thoughts upon thoughts withhr thy bosom *b% : 
Wring thy fond heart' and prey upon thy soul $ 
Thy husband, first engrosses all thy fear, 
Thy children next, and then thy parents dear, ' 
Till in succession all before thine eyes, ' 
Friends, brothers, sister^ mepiag kktdred rise, 
And all the blooming prospects which thy age, 
The spring of lMe> and fancy, could presage. 



1 



in\i TiiwifiTarwwirifli mtnnrrmrnt, — rr t — .~^^^».— — — — ~— r 
104 FOK1CS, M—JLL, BWXBOI0US, 

For ever gone, lest at their earliest dale, ' 
Daah'd on the rock of item Hinge* fat* t 
But is tbe*e not, who tejgua enthtoq'd above, 
A gracious Defy, a God of tare t. 
To him appeal, thy overruling Mead, • 

Can brightest bliss wkh penal eiril blend ; 

Hence when hk providence mast anal ate^a, 

The rod with huds, th<^nx& wiuVbowey teena* 

His book of providence at fint is seaTd, 

And read: by none, to nonehi^wilMslwrtal'd; • 

ETor till tfre events have taken place, we Know 

Our fates afdibrtanea in this vale below. 

So wily penman vita peculiar skill, 

And mYBtklfe^ then*«riinf leAterfilL :. 

Till backward tuxnPd we read the carious lay, 

And every thought is legible as day. : 

Oft the wJdo bay thine aiixioa*«vtt explore* ••' 

In vain to catch som faspitalile shore; 

Or glancing bank on blessing* lata posseat, 

And all tlje woman rushes on thy breast; 

Then turn'd to hea>v'a to supplicate relief 

Or on tfiy children gaping witewkb grief* 

Thy children, lovtfy rivals of the jfty, > - 

The mother^ jewel, Jtiadib* fctber'* ja# / P> -~ 
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Heaven mark'd for glory aft an early date, 
And this the solemn crisis of their lite, 
jtfethinks I hear thy hetveii-directed prayer, 
" Lord spare my infants, if It please thee, spare," 
Then frantic clasp them while the bursting sigto, 
Bend her full heart and fill her flowing eyes; 
Till darting downward as a beam of tight, 
A beauteous angel strikes her wondering sight, 
Calms all the storm that In her bosom rolls, 
Her mind composes, and her fears controls; 
Points to the radiant sites; and bids her soar 
The unknown height, to realms unseen before, 
Where angels praise, immortal i&atheniB rise. 
And peals of triumph ring the vaulted Ales. 
Thus he, Oh sister, heaven's peculiar love, 
The brightest jewels-in the realms above, 
Has sent an angel to revive thy hope, 
And mix with drops of joy thy bitter cup. 
See on yon sapphire bright cerulean throne, 
The great, the good; die bleat for ever one; 
His high, benign, unerring will revere, 
Who knows and circumscribes thy sufferings here, 
Who guides the flaming wheels of mighty fate, 
And forms his plans by number, measure, weight, 
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Who rules the star* *ad point* the br%ht 

Of ev'ry glowing <tf> »4 d*»ttag aptaw, ' 

Shall justify hie ^aystp^ee w b%h, 

Aud thou ejctol tfee coanstf <£ tte.aky* 

To hi» »femH, ft littk time **U piove 

That heaven's riddles ape tfcg knots of 1»tb^ 

By wisdom plann'd^by smiting wp&gf. W*r 

Some mistier ill to lessen or prevent, 

Nor weep thy bs£e% they gain a dabbling throo*. 

Far from the ilk to which mankind are prone ; 

la circling tight thy previous lambs behold, 

See on th**r tetPfto W«^pf gold f 

Their bloom oqftfa ft* Wy *A the me r 

Not mortals oow, botlo^ejy cherubs bt igbt, 

To hail thee w^ktipetythejcjrim of light** • - 

Then, O my husband dost tfjou. softly breathe ! *, 

* 

Leave him to God, nor think of a#ght beneath; - • 
Nor tender parent* bow distjea thy though V 
Tbo' thine with soft bmaaaity am fraught: 
But raise thy thought* tq him wfc> rules the sky, - 
Tet wipes thq Um /rem sorrow's glistening eye, - 
Who hears thy prayer*, makes all thy grfe&iw owa* 
Thy winged wishes all attend his &***$ 
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Nor man abaft is wftftatfts of tbjf late* " * ' 

Heaven kimwalhyartimNi and ptfeieritai their date; 

Else angels would (frr aagels sttrftly van) 

Join theirsoftsjtopalbfes tt weeping man, 

Swell the big teats that from toy frfeftds riftall flor, 

And aid their Bad v»ttety of woe. 

Then cease to mourn, the heavenly vision spake, 

Unerring wisdom never can mistake; 

And those who Jesus trust, shall ever find 

Unbounded goodness cannot be unkind. 

This said, the heavenly herald took his flight, 

While clouds involving hides him from her sight. 

But as he mounted with a pattwg look, 

A soothing stillness' thro' bar soul he spoke. 

And from that moment all emotions cease* 

Her troubled spirit finds a sudden peace ; 

She own'd the power, and ceas'd to wish or fear*, 

While from her eyeballs drops the final tear. 

Yet one sweet thought within her bosom lives, 

One thought of tenderness, which God forgives; 

Thus to the Captain with an earnestness, 

That words can neither copy nor express ; 

She said, Oh Captain, tell my Leveret! 

My best beloved, if you ever meet; 
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TeU bfen I love bira with my latent breath, 
My lore is stronger than the bands of death ! 
Wow mperlunar joy* her thoughts employ, 
And faith's strong vision looks beyond the iky, 
The earth receding curtain all with night, 
Till heaven's refulgence bunts upon her eight. 
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VERSES INSCRIBED TO THE PREACHERS 
IN THE METHODIST CONNEXION. 

Incokam semper eaoicitia. 



Who of twain hath made us one, 

Maintains our unity ; 

Jesus is the corner-atone, 

In whom we all agree. 

Servants of one common Lord* 

Sweetly of one heart and mind ; 

Who can break a threefold cord* 

Or part whom God hath join'd ?„..Wb8IiEY. 



BAND of brothers, still unite t 

m * ■ 

Satan shall assault fa Vain; 
Ye shall conquer in the light, 
Spread and prosper, rise and reign! 

Fair economy divine, 

Bright (he stately columns rise; 
Thou for ages hence shah shine, 

Wonder of the good and wise. 
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Wise and well the plan was laid, 
Mercy fixt the corner-stone; 

Never by the gates of hell 
Shall the bulwark be overthrown t 

Let the hoary deist growl, 

Let the wise Socinian leer; 
Let the narrow bigot scowl, 

Simple truth has naught to fear. 

Proud philosophy may mock, 
From her self-erected throne ; 

May despise the little flock, 
But the Lord protects his own. 

Band of brothers, still unite t 

Satan shall assault in vain ; 
Ye shall conquer in the fight, 

Spread and prosper, rise and reign I 

Distant Islands* near the sun, 
Long shall bless your holy zeal; 

From the deepest darkness won, 
Light, and life, and peace, they feel! 

* West-Indies. 
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Where the Northern shades extend, 

Western Scotia* shall declare 
You her best, her truest friend, 

You have sent salvation there. 

* * * • 

Over Erin's pensive plains 
You have shed the light, and broke 

Superstition's gloomy chains, + 

Burst in twain the Papal yoke. 

Cambria's lofty hills attest, 

Scotland's lowlands wide proclaim, 
That your labours have been blest 5 

Praise and glory to the Lamb. 

Band of brothers, still unite ! 

Satan shall assault in vain ; 
Ye shall conquer in the fight, 

Spread and prosper, rise and reign ! 

Thro 9 this ample continent, 

Vast immensity of wood ; 
Ye the word of life have sent, 

Loud proclaim'd a Saviour's blood. 

• Nova-Seotia. 
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On 70a # rock that proudly brave* 
Gallia's power, and Spanish foes; 

Te have sent the word that saves 
Man from never-ending woes. 

Te have bid the desert bloom, 
Where the wild fowl builds her nest 

Where the sea-fog spreads* its gloom, 
O'er yon f Island in the wesL 

Where the f Gambia pours his tide* 
Ye have sent the word of grace: 

TidingB of the Crucified, 
To the injur'd satile race. 

Thousands of the jetty race. 
Rise and join your zeal to bless j 

Happy in the power of grace, 
You the instruments confess. 

Band of brothers, still unite; 

Satan shall assault in vain; 
Ye shall conquer in the fight, 

Spread and prosper, rise and reign! 

♦ Gibraltar.—! Newfoundland**--* Sierra Leone. 
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HlTMANITY'g GEM. 

A SONNET. 



Jesus wept... John xi» 35. 



Lorenzo, hast thou ever weigh'd a sigh, 

Or studied the philosophy of tears ? 

A science yet unlectur'd in our schools !. n .YouNc 



HOW sweet is the tear of regret; 

That drops from humaaity's eye : 

How lovely the cheek that is wet, 

Add bosom that throbs- with a sigh. 

v This world is a sorrowful stage* 

A valley of weeping and woe; 

From childhood to garrulous age, 

The tear uninvited will flow., 

s 2 



HA FOUCS* JMB^ MIMflOUS, 

Our own or another's distress, 
Will fore* the bright bistres, to Ml; 
Nor can the mild bosom do less 
Than grive for the sorrows of all; 
For he that has nought to impart. 
May at least give the wretched a tear; 
'Twill comfort the desolate heart, 
When no other comfort is near 

The Saviewr in sympathy wept, 
And gave the divinest relief; 
(When Lazarus mortally slept) 
To the sisters o'etwMmed with grief t 
He sonvwM h* Seiyma's doom, 
As he sat apes Ofivefs steep; 
He thotighft 6a her judgment to come, 
And pity consMaVd hinr to weep. 

The seers and the prophets of old, 
A noble wri bearonjy throng. 



amp i»c*mgrvs. 115 



Were cast is igeuemfe mouldy 
With pus e knu for sympathy strong; 
They w«pt eat tf pity for man, 
To fee km* so vile and so base, 
And riven of sorrow have ran, 
For Adam's degenerate race. 

Ah, give me the penitent tear 
That flows from contrition divine ! 
It brings the sweet comforter near, 
Of pardon, die pledge and the sign: 
True grief may endure for a night, 
But beauty far ashes shall bloom, 
And sorrow subside to delight, 
When peace, hope, and favour illume. 

When after long absence, a friend 
Returns to delight us, and kiss. 
Our tears with our ecstasies blend. 
And sweet the fruition of Hiss: 
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Then gay fa the tear of delight, 
When rapture the bosom o'erflows, 
Like a Mar on .the azure of night, 
Or a dew-drop that falls from (be rose. 
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THE ltt*8I0Hr+ 

A POftM. 



Respectfully and affectionately Inscribed to those Meal* 
ous young Preachers who feel an ardent desire to 
display the consecrated cross, and thirst to spread 
the honours of the Redeemers name in foreign lands 
and missionary stations, by their devoted servant^ 
the author* 



frepara te ad pressuras~~S-r. AtJourriH** 

ALL hail* beloVd of Gad, intrepid yomth, 
Who bum with zeal to five and spread the truth; 
Who long to fight where Jeoi's banners wave. 
The rage of men, the wrath of hell to brave; 

• The most success!*]} missionaries of the present day, are 
Doctor Iftichnw and Mr. Marsden, of the church of Kng* 
land* The labours of the former are well known ; the latter, 
gentleman hsa~eetabli*hed a most prosperous mission at Fort 
Jackson, New South- Wafes^ Doctor Cary, and several of his. 
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The mourners sooth, the profligate reclaim, 
Exalt the cross, and spread Emmanuel's name. 
Wide is the sea on which ye now embark, 
And fierce the tempest, yet secure the ark ; 
For while ye sail with Jesus at the helm, 
No rocks can shipwreck, no proud billows whelm. 



colleagues of the Baptist persuasion, have done wonders in the 
$ast-Indies, and their faithful labours are beyond all human 
praise. Doctor Vanderkemp, a venerable missionary, with 
Mr. Kicherer, and some others, have spread the unsearcha- 
ble riches of Christ among the Hottentots, at the Cape of 
Good Hope. The labours of Doctor Coke, and the Methodist 
and Moravian missionaries, have been divinely blessed through 
most parts of the West-Indies. Bishop Asbury has, for 
near fifty years, been a most faithful missionary in the 
United States ; he has travelled thousands of miles, and has 
done incalculable good. Mr. William Black has been exten- 
sively useful as a missionary in Nova-Scotia and Newfound- 
land. The Irish and Welsh missionaries under the patron- 
age of the Methodist Conference have been exceedingly ac- 
tive in the vineyard of the Lord ; but to mention the names 
of all the faithful servants of God employed in missions, 
would swell this note beyond proper bounds : It is enough 
that their names are registered on leaves more durable than 
those of brass, in the Book of God. Mean while how delight- 
ful for the Christian mind to contemplate these signs as the 
dawn of a glorious day ; for in what age was the missionary 
spirit so prevalent as the present ? There are missionaries in 
different parts of Africa, in China, the East and West-Indies, 
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On sea or soil Emmanuel will attend, 
By day to comfort, and by night defend. 
Each toil he'll sweeten, and each foe subdue, 
Will lead the van, and be the rearguard too ; 
Each shifting scene his presence shall beguile, 
Make the rocks bloom, and arid desert smile : 
And whether in a wigwam or a kraal, 
A negro's cottage, or a Rajah's hall; 

in Ceylon, New-Holland, South Sea Islands ; the Bahamas, the 
Bermudas, and Newfoundland, are in possession of mission- 
aries. Gibraltar and Malta, Prince Edward's Island, Nova- 
Scotia, and New-Brunswick, benefit by their salutary labours j 
also in Upper and Lower Canada, along the banks of the Mis- 
sissippi, the Missouri, the Ohio, and on the borders of the im- 
mense Lakes, they have spread the gospel ; Greenland itself 
has heard the joyful sound; missions, in conjunction with the 
efforts making by the Bible Society, may be considered as the 
grand precursors of Christ's coming. In a little time the 
Bible will be translated into every language of the polyglot ; 
and every nation beneath the circle of the sun will have faith- 
ful missionaries. Happy state, when all nations shall shout, 
worthy the Lamb, for he was slain for us ; the dwellers in the 
vales, and on the rocks, shout to each other, and the moun- 
tain-top 

From distant mountains catch the flying joy* 
Till nation after nation taught the strain, 
Earta rolls the rapturous hosaimaa round* 
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Will such a store of solid peace impart, 

» 

As shall illume the eye, and glad the heart* 

m 

Grace upon grace trill Jesus still bestow, 
On each belovM ambassador below ; 
And crown their zeal in his adored cause 
With thrones of bliss, and infinite applause : 
While every soul reclaimed from sin by them, 
Shall shine a jewel in their diadem $ 
Shall sweetly meet them round the emerald throne, 
Where every faithful priest shall claim his own* 

Yet still on earth, while wicked mortals sway, 
A faithfal preacher has a thorny way: 
Against both wind, and tide, and waves, to switn. 
Requires the double strength of heart and limb. 
Have you, my brethren, I would meekly ask* 
Have you the courage to perform die task ? 
With happy talents to adorn your zeal, 
A head to reason, and a heart to feel? 
Have you a firmness every toil to dare ? 
A body each vicissitude can bear ? 
A love to sinners, no reverse can damp ? 
Then run, haste, fly, and storm the derih camp ! 
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Display EmamnlePff banner Wide and far, 
Think of the cross, arid Wage offensive war. 



May every adfae^racerytmr warfare aid, 
The shield of faith, bright hdto and battle-blade ; 
A sword in maj# "ar WelKfbught cotflict tried, 
Till every wantons Viest in blood was dyed : 
And though each devil, man and sin oppose, 
A shield that will avert a host of foes. 
If you, my frfeinfe, £inmanuelY army lead, 
Conquer mast fee the motto of your creed; 
A lion's cottage, add k series fire, 
Must nerve your arra^ your upright hearts insphte ; 
The truth is mighty, plunge into the War, ■ 
And be your watch* wttfd Ghhist the conqueror. . 

Beware of man, not think of sloth and rest, 

Dash each self-pleasing demon from your breast; 

Compel ease-loving nature to comply, 

Let firmness reign, and silky softness die. 

A mission is no paradise of ease, 

Here little blooms a carnal mind to please : 

Te priests effeminate, desist, avatuit, 

3Te hate the cross, yet still the office want. 
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These frozen alp* and stormy stas to pass, ,. 
Demand a dauntless mind, a soul of bras*; . 
A man whose zeal will every danger brave, 
The meek to gladden, and the lost to save ; 
A Xavier, Brainerd, Asbtuy, or Coke* 
Who firm as anvils to the frequent stroke : , • 
Not lost in softness, nor seduc'd by gold, 
•But meekly zealous, and serenely bold* 

9 Tis sweet to pass a flower enamel'd vale, 

Or walk on cowslips through a sunny dak, 

Where rivers gently glide, and rosea bloom, 

The groves all musk, and the breeze perfume : 

For though your breast with hallowed ardour burns* 

And joy and love exhilarate by turns, 

Yet doubtless you the strong attractions prize, 

Of honour, letters, wealth, and friendship's tieaf 

Of ample chapels, and of pulpits neat, 

The splendid parlour, and refreshing treats 

The eloquence to thunder, or to draw, 

As the mild gospel bids, or fiery law : 

Then add, to sweeten every public toil, • . 

The raptur'd audience, and the fair one's smile? , 
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Alternate labours, and delightful ease, 

Books, some to profit, and a few to please; 

With now and then a leisure hour to spend) 

In rural walks, or converse with a friend. 

All this is pleasant, and a few may find 

Their happy wish, and'easy station joinM. 

But ah ! to live beneath inclement skies, 

Where lions roar, and horrid tempests rise ; 

Where all around presents a dreary waste, 

Beat by the rain, and ravaged by the blast: 

Or thus to feel /in lied of ease and rest, 

Those down)* pillows grateful to the breast ; 

Toil, tfeasejies toil, grief, weakness, conflict, pain, 

To wear away; life's springs, its vigour drain ; 

By day to labour, but when day shall close, '*• 

And the sunk body needs serene repose, 

With something to refresh the weary frame, 

Renew the: strength and feed the vital flame; 

To rest upon' the bare cold ground, and make. 

Your mftafof water and a barley cake. 

Yet still to bear abasement with a smile, 

And with a look to Jesus, every toil, 

In lieu of honour, scorn, and for respect 

Imbitter'd calumny and mark'd neglect 



V 
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Torn from the sweet society of tbeae 

Who felt your anguish, and reliev'd yoter wees : 

Perhaps jour strength, your fortitude decay'd. 

When most afflicted you require their *i& 

Tour lofty chapels now a negro's hut, 

Where few respectables wffl set their foot > 

Your pulpit an old stool, a foot or h%hfb 

Yourself response?, chanter, priest, *nd $holr .*: 

Your audience but a doable score at post, 

Part black, the rest unfeeling as 9 post; 

Hence doom'd to evirate a.sfarjtle sof,; . '. 

Where little fruit rewards the tutor's tcaj ; 

Scorn'd by the rich, the mep of power P9*lgfa»Q& 

And follow'*! only by the poor and base; 

Esteem'd a rank enthusiast by the great* 

Perhaps a madman, spy, deceiver, cheat 

Caution mipt dictate every step you teke, 

And though you sleep, keep all your prudence; wake. 

The hasty man must keep his temper cool, 

The strong seem weak, the wise become a/ool : 
The touchy soul a holy stoic grow, 

The feeble vigorous, and the lofty-Jew* 

For ere your labours can avail at all, 

The brazen wall* of prejudice /jugst fell. 
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Join the doveV meekneses with the serpent's art, 
Please if you can the whole, and save a part ; 
Each little error patiently restore, 
By wary skill, and meet-enduring love. 
A lady's hand, an eagle's piercing eye, 
Must the keen lance, or! lenitive apply, 
Lore point the shaft, zeal bid the arrow fly. 



Nor this alone, you must awhile forget 
All knowledge: but Ihe christian alphabet; 
First principles must doubtless be imprest 
Ere the week, mind can comprehend' the rest. 
Believe me, brethren, it requires to fill 
A mission right,' no common gifts and zeal : 
'Tis not alone a voyage long and rough,' 
Though this to timid minds is bad enough ; 
Nor all the hoary dangers of the deep, 
Where reefs extend, and foamy billows sleep : 
'Tis not unwholesome fare, the humid bed, 
The blinding snow-drift, or the birch-back shed; 
The want of study, or the want of rest, 
Or knowledge, jewel of the pious breast; 
'Tis not the arctic ice ? nor tropic blaze, 

Nor alT the perils' of the land or seas; 

i. 2 
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The qeorohwg dog-star, and the foe«%prte, 

Majtoupb the clod, the Unmiit^riidfoid; 
Secure amidst the elemental strife, 
May smile at a11 die outward ilk <rf life* 
Retire within herself and sweetly taate 
The joys of Eden fc a dkanel waste. ' 
But can you, O my junior -tawttaen, bear 
The fiery conflicts of internal war? 
Forego the claims of sweet ifespect, apdbmil 

A snappish maimer and an angry' look? 
When sorrows rise, and oppositions roll, 
And men Afflict the body, God the soul; 
Can you in that distressing crisis stand. 
And write, amen, with firm untiemblipg hand ? 
Cast on the Heeding cross, and that alone, 
When every hope, and every help is flown a 
Or sink hi silent resignation sweet, 
And calm submission at Jehovah's feet 
Can you, but young in this offensive war, 
Baffle the sophist'j wiles, the sceptic's snare? 
Maintain your aground alone, and undiamay'd* 
Who never fought without a foreign aid ? 
Can you the arts of wily men detect, 
And treat the foes of God with meek respect £ 
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When pride or Wly finite scour's cha», 
Can ywJhe ace* of pride apd foil? boar; . 
Pitj the wretffae* wr xefiite the fie? 
A noble silence i ; the bait xeplf. 
If call*! to vwdioate tbetrulh, oaoy« 
Feel zefAftr Gp& art fatly awejktf** t*o? 
Nor stonq, aorjret, tfttjofrter up ajneedf 
Does Jesu's work 1fee*fffitli 9$ mptfals rad? 
And should .your bapas <uf yaa* sucoosau die, 
And clouds and .darkness vdl your summer sty; 
Can 70a with sweet humility loakjip, 
Kiss the rough rod, anddrink the Jntter <oup ? 
To gusts of wild volition say, be still, 
And brook a self-waged warfare on the will! 
Bear evil tidings with a cheerful grace, 
Forego respect, and choose the lowest place; 
Till patience every headstrong passion swa y 
And nature's quick anditery steeds obey ? 

O for that seal whkh fir'd the holy few ! 
Who o'er the Roman world with ardour flew p 
Fxpos'd to persecution's fiery storm, 
And ills that ware the most terrific form; 
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Racks, prisons,' lions* men and friends agreed, 
To storm their patience, and to. shake their creed; 
But vain the task, their breasts were fortified, 
Not with the stoic's philosophic pride; 
Not, with the desp'rate, Chactaw's frantic, anile, 
Who mocks the foes that revel round his (Ale; 
Not with the hefoe's fire, the* robber's plea, 
Nor the blind Bramin's stupid apathy : 
But with such sweetness, £akh and fortitude, 
"As oft their tiger foes awhile subdued, ' 
And made the tyrant's rage a shorter way 
To crowns of glory aad immortal day. 
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WEST-INDIA LOGIC, Oft NEGftOES HATE 

NO SOULS* 



I would not have a slave; to tiU my ground. 

To carry me, to fan me while I sleep, 

And tremble when I wake, for all the wealth 

That sinews bought an£ sold have, ever earned* 

Ko : dear as freedom is, and in my heart's 

Just estimation priz'd above alT.price, 

1 had much rather be myself the dare, ' 

And wear die bonds, than listen them qn hinx,..CowrJUU 



Because <Mr && is wiac* as ir* *rxQ*k, 

Have injured negroes w vqmortal soujsj 
If they are bough} and *ajd ^at every mart 
As drudgigg beaqts, ^ave Jjjey bo better f>ajt P 
'Tis thy d^est/efl avarice lias made 
The selling human fl^sh a legal trade $ 
And if a qualm should twinge thee fiora within/ 
And something wluspers 'tis a caruel sin ; 
'Tis answered with a J^Jasphemy as ever /eft , 
As ever issued from the pit of heH $ 
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M They are but cattle, born to drudge and toil, 

To boil the sugar, or tojtoe the soilt" 

Proud white-man, cease to blame their sable skin* 

Has the dark casket no pure pearl within ? 

Are they not made in God's own image, say ? 

And form'd and fashion'd with the self-same clay 

As thee and other men ? then why contest 

The spark divine that glows within their breast ? 

If the immortal Limner ting'd thee white, 

And him as black as ebony. or night; 

A skin of purest ivory or jet, 

Is no true test of heaven's love or hate. 

A black man's heart may ba as white and fair 

As polar snows or cherubs' garments are ; 

While thine as black as hell, and stain'd within, 

Belies the lily-whiteness of thy skin : 

Jehovah looks within, he only knows 

Whose black as ink, or white as polar snows. 

Weak man is much'more partial in his view, . 

And only minds Ihe body's state or hue ; 

The skin is all he cares about, the rest 

Though half a Lucifer and half a beast; 

If rich, well dress'd, and gay, 'twill all go down, 

The poor black slave alone endures his frown. 
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'Tis not the precious seul, th* immortal gem, 

The casket only merits his esteem, 

Hence, as their state is mean, their skin is dark, 

He'll not allow his slaves a vital spark. 

But tell me white-man, js not this a plea 

To gloss thy sin, thy brutal cruelty ? 

Allow'd a negro's soul were all a jest, 

We owe compassion to the meanest beast 

Perhaps vain mortal, 'tis thy shocking pride, 

That sets his immortality aside ; 

Or else thy fears deny his future state, 

X.est thou shouldst meet thy slave at heaven's gate. 

At heaven's gate ! thou canst not bear the though^ 

That one so basely sold, so cheaply bought, 

Should be a tenant of immortal bliss, 

Which possibly, his haughty lord may miss. 

Mayhap thy doubts suggest a judgment seat, 

Where thou thy lacerated slave shalt meet ; 

Before a judge inexorably just, 

To answer for thy cruelty and lust 

Some of thy injured slaves may then appear, 

Whiter than snow-drops on the early year ; 

Not whipp'd, and tied, not brutalized, and sold, 

A starry diadem their heads infold; 



.s 
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And purest robes of dazzling light invest, 
The pious African by thee opprest. 
O bright reverse of all their former woe i 
The whip, hard fare, and toil-compelling hoe : 
No longer draggM to break the burning soil, 
Suffering and want, companions of their toil: 
No longer sold as human merchandise, 
To weep, and work, and sweat for pamper'd vice; 
All this is Over, they are free at last; 
Their bliss is come, the tyrant planter's past 
But, monster ! not to thee their tha&ks are due, 
Nor thy inhuman negro*driving crew ; 
Thou hast oppoVd this blisB witii hellish spite, 
Thou hast refused tlie negro sacred light? 
> Thou hast, to prove intelligence a clod, 
Denied thy negroes adl access to God ; 
Repressed each anxious wish their hearts might feel, 
For present bliss, and everlasting weal ; 
And made as lust or avVice might suggest, 
Thy slave a mindless sod, machine, or beast 
'Twas Coke, the man of God, the friend of man, 
On the blest Godlike errand nobly ran ; 
He felt to see a brother thus deprest, 
He felt, and said, the negro shall be blest. 



Croat the vide western waves with words of grace, 
To sheer Jheie OBWosi* of *e human r»ee; - 
Display the balm of htaxenV immortal love, 
And point from man below to God above. 
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THE SALE OF SLAVES, OE A GOOD 

BARGAIN,* 



Men from England bought and sold me, 

Pud my price in paltry gold; 

But though theirs they have enrolled me. 

Blinds are never to be sold : 

Is there as ye sometimes tell us I 

Is- there one who reigns on high ? 

Has he bid you buy and sell us ; 

Speaking from his throne, the sky ?.-.Cowp«r. 



MONSTER, check thy *5urril clack, 

She thy mother's sister is; 
Though her poliah'dskia is black, 

She's an heir of endless bliss. 



• On being at a sale of furniture in Bermuda, several blades 
were put up at auction, when the unfeeling auctioneer told 
his auditors to bid away, as the slave he was selling, (a pen- 
sive looking dejected young woman) was not so dear as 
butcher's meal* 
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If she be a child of Ham, 
She's a child ;of Adam's race ; 

Marble man, Q blush for. shame ! 
If a blush can stain, thy' face; 



Bid I say she was thy kin ? 

Will she thank me for the tie? 
Though thou boast a whiter ski% 

Blacker is thy moral die ! 

Is a soul designed for bljtes, 
On the shambles to be sold ? 

At a crime so black as this, 

God of love, my blood runs cold! 

In thy lovely image made, 
Ransom'd by the cross divide; 

Shall we, Oh forbid the trade, 
Buy and selfca child of thine ! 

O base avarice of gold t 
Sorest curse beneath thee sun ; 

Pen of man can ne'er unfold 
Half the evils thou hast done. 



I 



» 
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Look upon her woolly hah% 
Look upon far sable Ami 

Reason, honour truth declare, 
Slavery a dismal fde. 



Hast thou reason? so has she; 

Warm affections she can glow; 
Dost thou weep at atftsery ? 

See her tears already flow. 

If of eloquence possest, 

Thou art raitfd abrtre the brute j 
Call'd to this peculiar test* 

She is neither dumb nor mute. 

Hast thou an immortal triad? 

She has too- a vital jtpark, 
For a nobler life desigaVj, 

Though her poljsb'd skin Is dark* 



What a foe is man to 

Tigers are. not half so fell: 

Name a monster if you can. 
Acts the monster's part so well. 
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Blood k now a human trade, 

Murder, cruelty, add hate; 
Now the bullet, then the blade, 

End his life, and seal his fate. 

We have slav'd the human race, 

Sunk the mortal to a brute; 
Tumbled manhood from its place, 

To get sugar, rum, and fruit. 

Sweet our coffee, sweet our tea, 

But in bitterness of soul, 
Many a wretch has pin'd away, 

To ameliorate the bowl. 

Still we love the sparkling glass, 

Though it cost a negro's groans; 
But to negro's woes, alas ! 

We are obdurate as stones! 

O Omnipotence of love ! 

Rise and crush the hellish trade ; 

Look in mercy from above, 

Send the injur'd negro aid. 

m 2 
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Sooner may the ocean's tide 

Whelm each Island in the ware* 
Than the luxury or pride, 

Of the rich solicit dares. 



<83r^ 
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THE CONVERTED MULATTOES, OR E^ 

RAOEB JUNTO.* 



SAYS the Judge to the Colonel, dear Colonel) I say* 
The Methodist dogs get our lasses away; 
Our lovely raulattoes and sweet jolly lasses 
Will all be undone by their canting grimaces. 

Yesterday my dear Molly gjgh'd sadly and said, 
It griev'd her to think what an ill life she led ; 
She blubber'd, and whin'd about stuff and salvation, 
Till I swore she was mad, and got into a passion. 



* The following dialogue was written extempore from an 
authentic circumstance ; a lively Methodist missionary in the 
Island of T-— d, had awakened some mulatto girls, in the 
keeping of several official characters, which so exasperated 
the gentlemen, that they contrived to send God's minister 
to prison lor the terrible crime. 

Some have said Paul was beheaded for converting one of 
Nero's favourite women* 
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Sol met thedamn'd parson, and told him right roundly, 
If he preach'd any more so I'd drub him most soundly; 
But he like a canting knave told me he'd do it, 
I shook my cane at him, rascal, sirrah, you'll rue it 

And now, my dear Colonel, some method let's fall on, 
Or this devil will stamp, threaten, wheedle, and bawl on, 
Will rob us of all our mulattoes, I swear it, 
But confound the vile babbler, there'* no one can bear it* 

I'll go to old H— p,* and tell him fonooth, 
For they say he has still a most lickerish tooth; 
To watch his mulattoes, it has been asserted, 
They'll slip through his fingers, and all get converted. 

But stay, a good notion has enter'd my head, 
I may but have dream'd it, or has it been said ; 
These rascally parsons will kindle sedition, 
And therefore to stop them I'll quickly petition. 

« 
Yes, dam'em, petition, says the Colonel with speed, 

Or else they'll sedition or something worse feed ; 
Their cant, and their clamour, there is no enduring, 
For the villains launch out against drinking and wh — £• 

• The Governor. 



^Vi i irvnnrnni^Tryv'ir > n"iri"iTrTn i T i '> i " i T i "ir>-r>" i yvvryrw-rrvv*rvy*vytrirwvu»j> i 

Aim bbscbifsito. .«* 141 

Had I my own way, I would tip them a bullet, 
'Tli the best recipe for toofcy-maa's gullet f < 
For were they allow'd to go on with their ranting, 
The Island would echo 1 with whining and canting. 

So betwixt the gay Colonel and head of the bench, 
Who lovM his full bottle, Mb cards, and his wench;* 
The parson was sent to the jail in a trice, sir: 
To repent of converting mulattaes from vice, sir. 
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THE SPtyBAD OF THE GOSPEL. 

" • • . • a »•■»• • • ^ 

AWWECTlQUUTMhr INSCftlBpD TO THE EEV. VBESBORH 

• * * * - 

GAKKETT80N. 



God gives the word, the preachers throng around! 

Live from his lips, and spread the glorious sound; 

That sound bespeaks salvation on its way, 

The trumpet of a life-restoring day : 

'Tis heard where England's eastern glory shines'': 

And in the gulfs of her cornubian mines ; 

And still it spreads, see Germany send forth, 

Her sons to pour it on the farthest north ; 

Fired with a zeal peculiar they defy 

The rage and rigour of a polar sky ; 

And plant successfully sweet Sharon's Rose 

On icy plains, and in eternal snows....CqwPEB. 



BRIGHTER glows the day of grace, 
Wider spreads the happy sound, 

Ey'ry land and ev'ry place, 
Shall with gospel Wigs abound. 
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Africa, so long forlorn, 

Jesus now will richly bless, 
With salvation's joyful mora, 

Tidings of delightful grace. 

Every toil-degraded slave, 

Bow'd beneath oppression's rod, 
Bleeding clemency shall save; 

Lead the Africans to God. v 

Now the wilderness shall bloomy 
Truth, and peace, and lore abound; 

Lybia's darkest wilds illume, 
Glad the desert shall resound, 

China, through her vast extent, 

Shall the bleeding cross, adore ; 
Millions of her sons repent, 

Worship Idol Fo, no mare. 

Wider still the word shall roll, 

Where the Tartar hordes reside; 
All Siberia to the note, 

Celebrate tjie Crucified. 
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Turkey land shall soon wabmlt, 
And the cross the crescent sway; 

Bring the Arab to Mi feet, 
Make the Miissetaaneboy. 

Brammah's millions, shall rejoice^ 

AH the Asiatic race, 
Bless the Lamb iritli heart apri voice, 

Taste the sweets 1 of gospel fvace. 

All the islands, of the deep, 
In the mild or burofaog zraie, 

Shall behold the lamta an&weep, 
Bending at k SroaiuPa. throne, 



News of Jesus shall i 

Mighty lakes, and forest* cheer ; 
Penetrate yon sylvan shade,* 

Strike the auburn Indiaofe ear. 

From the icy arctie Bhouea, 

To the FatagomiftQ Jale,t 
Where the Southern Ocean roars, 

Truth shall spread *'es sea and soiL 

* America. f Terra del Fuego* 



*L 
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Now the lion is a dove, 

He a saint who savage was; 
Jesu's all victorious love 

Brings die golden age to pass. 




N 
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* TO MARY. 

▲ FARTIM THOUGHT. 



Hail wedded lore ! 

Thou only bliss that hart surrivM the fall. 



MARY, when first the boat the vessel left, 
My bleeding bosom was with anguish cleft; 
As swift receding from my eager view, 
My all of bliss and joy seemM gone with you: 
And when you gave the last, last parting look, 
Or more remote, the milk-white ^kerchief shook; 
It printed deep the farewell on my heart, 
And taught how bitter with a wife to part. 
A wife so loving, so belovM, and dear, 
Who feels the loss, may drop the tender tear; 
May know like me that separation brings 
To tender hearts the sharpest, keenest stings. 
Your final tears, they said, or seem'd to say, 
Think of me, love, when I am far away; 
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Think of me, lore,' and bid thy fears begone, ' 
Think of me, lore, though absent, we are one* 
Nor time, nor place, nor life, nor death; can part 
Th' indissoluble tie that binds the heart : 
Mountains may rise between, and oceans roll, 
And distance sever for as pole from pole; 
But the affections with a bound can spring 
To the dear object, and delighted cling ; 
"While fancy paints each former scene anew, 
And makes ideal bliss resemble true. 

Our lambs, dear pledges, how my bleeding heart 
Yearn'd with distress with those sweet buds to part; 
To me more dear than mines of gold they are, 
Or the bright diamonds high-boro ladies wear; 
Nor would I part with you and them for all 
The gold and gems on this terraqueous ball; 
For you and them I pour my breathing soul, 
And count the flying moments as they roll; 
My ardent prayers have winged their flight for thee, 
Through all thy changing courses on the sea : 
For every wind that blows, to blow as fair 
As you, my love, would wish, if I were there : 
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And waft thee omrud to the deatm'd place, 
And the warm thrilrlnav. of thy dieod't embrace. 
Well, though divided many & watery- mile, 
This soothing thought the absence can beguile; 
That we are each in his almighty hand, 
Who calms the ocean and pervades the land: 
He doubtless will nnite as once again, 
Ho more to mourn a separating main; 
But taste the mutual pleasures God imparts, 
To gracious souls, and love-united heart*. 
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A BULCX MAK'9 PLEA, 

"AM NOT I A BBOTHSR." 



Ah, why should a white man despise 
A brother of African race ? 
Ah, why should his enmity rise, 
If a black man but enter the place? 
Sure there will be negroes above, - 
As white as the purest of lime $ 
In the regions of heavenly love, 
Will be natives of every clime. 

The Jew and the Gentile will there, 

With rapture and pleasure embrace; 

The free and the captive may share 

The sweets of that heavenly place : 

There all the redeemed shall dwell, 

And form'd by a friendship divine, 

The sweet hallelujahs shall swell, 

And through all eternity shine. 

* 2 
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If waflh'd in the blood of the Sod, 
If rcfoe* rf salvation ttay wear » 
The nations of every zone 
Shall have their blest delegate* there : 
For Europe its millions shall send, 
While favour'd America Vies 
With Asia and Afiric tobend, 
And people the dazEKog skies. 

If sable and dusky our tkitt, 
We are not to Maine for the deed ; 
If deeply defiled by sin, 
The more a salvation we need; 
We need, and the Saviour hath died 
To save the poor African race, 
Nor will he reject us through pride, 
Or blame far oar colour or face. 

If aH be invited to comes 
Have we hot a part of the call? 
The Saviour Invites, there is room, 
He bled and he suffered for all. 
No respecter of persobs he is, 
For every nation tad name, 
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May taste of the heavenly bliss, 
And follow the crucified Lamb, 

Though we are benighted and blind, 
A captive illiterate race, 
The SavkiirH* Wring and kind, 
And free and extensive his grace. 
No riches or honour have we, 
No learning, no wisdom to bring, 
Yet mercy for us is as free 
As 'tis for a prince or a king* 

And mercy is aRtbas we want, 
To make us both happy and wise ; 
Thy fulness of aevoy, O graot, 
Thou King of th? star»paved shies* 
Are we not the work of thy bands, 
The purchase of Jesus'* Mood ? 
O save the poor African bands, 
Thou Son«f Jtfaovab, wr «*d. 




152 FOKJfft, XttAL, MEUeiOUS, 



an invocation to pity.* 



-) 



The generous mind is not confia* 

But spreads itself abroad through all the public* 

And feels for every member of the land.... Yo una?. 



HASTE, soft Pity f gentle passion, 
Tear-ey'd maiden come to me; 
Bring thy sweetest, near relation, 
Mildest,' meek-ey'd Charity : 
Touch my heart with tender anguish, 
Others' sorrows to declare; 
All that makes the wretched languish, 
Honest poverty must bear. 

Te who rob'd in ease and plenty, 
Bask in fortune's brightest smile; 



• Written after the author had been visiting some fami- 
lies who were in deep distress in the depth of winter* 



i 






Costly clothing, viands dainty, 
Rose an4 myrtle, wine and oil; 
Wrapt in tender, seething pity, 
Hear me touch each mournful string; 
Listen to my plaintive ditty, 
Rich men listen while I sing. 

Let me lead to mansions dreary, 
Cheerless haunts of cere and woe ; 
Where the wretched, sickly, Ireary, 
Fed misfinrtune's serest blow : 
See that orphan's pale csmpteTion» 
Rags andean his best attire; 
Give the wretched boy protection, 
Send Ms mother f«od and ire. 

They were once In happy station, 
Gratified with wealth and ease. 
In the florid walks of feshion, 
Riches flew en every teeesse; 
Till misfortnne, (so heaven intended, 
Who prescribes the lot of all,) 
Every benefit suspended, 
Chang'd the honey into grfl. 



v. 
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Fortune's fickle like oar lunar, 
He to day that's rich and great, 
By to-morrow, or ranch sooner, ' 
May become the sport of fate. 
All with which you're now delighted 
(If the Lord has so decreed,) 
Ere the night foil may be blighted, 
You may. want a Mend in need. 

Then employ the fleeting minute^ 
Give a portion of your wealth; ' 
You shall find a blessing in it, 
Comfort, peace, success, and health: 
Heaven's bank shall reimburse you, > 
Swift the widow's pfcay'r shall rise ; 
Never shall the poor man curse you, 
You'll hate treasure in the skies. - 

See the driving drifts a blowing, ~ 
Tempests scolding o'er the plain; 
Colder — and still— colder growing, 
Winter has begun his reign : 
Hark I— pray hark f— the cry comes nearer*, 
%5 Whistling tempests cease to howl ; 
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Hark ! — pray hark t— the sound k clearer, 
How the accents-— pierce the soul 

Want I — ah give t— -tears !— speak the other, 
Rich men, hare you hearts of steel ? 
Kind emotions will you smother, 
Tender passions never feel? 
Down the manly cheek of sorrow 
Let the pearly eye-drops fall ; 
Mine may be your case— to-morrow 
Want and pain on you may caH. 



Give t— ah give !— my wants are greedy, 

Spare my tears— to tell my state ; 

Heaven is kind!— though I am needy, 

May you never meet my fate ! 

Hark ! the chilling blasts of winter, 

Whistle round my lowly cot ; n 

While cold and hunger — stern companions, 

Are its wretched master's lot* 

Bit by want, by cold, and sorrow, 
Worn by sickness, pain, and care; 



^ 



* 



v 



> 



\< 



150 poems, mobjx, tmoiovs, 

Asham'd to beg, too poor to borrow; 
Spare my blushes, rich man, spore : 
Pray forestall my sad petition, 
Heaven shall kindly deal by yon ; 
If yon were in my condition, 
I would freely do so too* 

Our EmmanuePs metal morning, 
Comes to bless our closing year; 
Winter^ face with smiles adorning, 
Heavenly blessi ngs » eait hly cheer ! 
Jesus, he was all compassion, 
Rich men, ye should kindness show; 
Jesus tiied for our narration, 
Rich men should with pity glow. 




i 
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APPENDIX. 

Page 18. Where gallant Somtners, half the ocean past, 
Found an assy lum from the wave* at last.] 



T is not the case, as is generally supposed, that Sir George 
Sommers was shipwrecked on the Bermudas. On a voyage 
to Virginia, his vessel, the Sea Venture, met a tremendous 
storm in crossing the latitude of 32, and became so leaky, 
they were obliged to pump night and day to avoid sinking ; 
and in this deplorable situation made the Bermudas ; which 
afforded a most happy deliverance from the horrors of a sub- 
marine grave. Sir George, after this sailed for Virginia: 
returned to Bermuda ; where finally he ended the voyage of 
life, and was buried in St. George. His grave-stone is still 
seen in the Governor's Garden. 

Page 34. If thy spring is unpleasant, thy winter severe.] 
Notwithstanding any thing that may appear to the contrary 
on the face of this poem, Nova-Scotia is a most productive* 
healthful climate ; this peninsula, extending from the Gut of 
Canso to the Bay of Fundy, has many fine settlements and 
rich land. It * abounds with most of the necessaries of life, 
and many things that would be deemed luxuries of the first 
class in England. It is indented with bays, and intersected 
with many fine rivers. The inhabitants are industrious, po- 
lite, and hospitable ; the roads are pretty good f the govern, 
ment remarkably liberal : perhaps it is one of the best coun- 
tries for a poor man in the world. The principal difficulties 
are the severity of the winters, and the want of a more ex- 
tensive population ; but this last difficulty is obviating very 
fast, as the emigrations from Great-Britain are numerous and 
the natural increase perhaps greater in proportion than in most 
other countries. There are several pretty towns, as Halifax 
the Capital, Windsor, Horton, Annapolis, Digby, Liverpool, 
Shelburne, Manchester, Truro, and a number of others. 

o 
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Page 46. As pious in the parlour, though 'tis rare,' 
As if the pulpit were erected there.'] 
A good minister should preach in the pulpit, the parlour, and 
the street Parlour piety ia. aa necessary as pulpit eloquence* 
It is a sad thing after haying spoken with gravity in the desk tax 
trifle in the parlour, and indulge in levity and f*cetiousness> 
" Some decent in demeanor while they preach; 
That task performed relapse into themselves, 
Grow wanton, and give proof to every eye, 
Whoever was edified themselves were not" 
Page 47. Sweet tree, I behold in thy bloom, 
An elegant type of my soul.] 
The Christian may derive abundant instruction from the veget- 
able kingdom, the weeping-willow shall resemble a penitent 
mourner— the barren fig-tree an hardened sinner—the fruitful 
vine, and beautiful apple-tree, aliappy believer — the sturdy oak 
a steadfast Christian— the Bohan Upas and deadly night shade 
a poisonous profligate — the lofty Pine, stately Cedar, and tall 
palmeto may remind him of the beautiful uprightness of a grow- 
ing saint — while the bending Osier may show him the danger of 
too much pliability — thus he may see teachers in trees, books in 
the running stream, sermons in stones, and God in everything; 

Page 59. Ave Marias will not save.]— -The poor supersti- 
tious Jtoman Catholic seamen, both Portuguese and Spanish, 
pray to the Virgin Mary in a storm, and not unfrequently 
to a swarm of other saints. 

Page 68. Thus a rose-leaf, gnat or feather, 

Can our worldly comforts wither."] 
It is hardly possible to express how great a draw-back in tfopi* 
eal climates, Mosquetoes, Jighers, and Cockroaches are upon 
the comforts cHife ; a jigher burrowing in your foot, a cock- 
roach buzzing about your ears, or a Mosqueto biting yon* 
nose, are all tormenting. 
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Page 72. JVo , the rage of cruel wen.]— This is not the gen- 
eral character of the Inhabitants of Bermuda. They are 
mostly, except in the town of St. George, very humane and 
indulgent to their slaves,- treating them in some cases as 
children; this is particularly so in the little town of Hamil- 
ton and parish of Spanish Point ; hence the black people are 
frequently much attached to their owners. I am happy to 
have it in my power to bear a respectable testimony to the 
worth, humanity, and hospitality of this part of the Bermu- 
dian Archipelago, but there are nevertheless cruel persons in 
other parts of the Island. 

Page 88. Celestial equity it not forgot.'}— Verily there is a 
retaliating providence. ' Since the imprisonment of John Ste- 
phenson, for preaching the gospel in Bermuda; the speaker 
of the House of Assembly that made the execrable Law, wor- 
thy of a Nero, or bloody Maria, has by the Governor been un- 
justly imprisoned in the same jail. Truly there is a God that 
marketh the ways of men. 

Page 109. Band of Brother*, still unite.']'- -The cause of 
God among the Methodists is one of those circumstances 
that clearly evinces an auspicious providence. The first 
Methodist Society was formed in London, in the year 1/39 ; 
since that period what has God wrought f There are 
now nearly 400,000 in Society in Great-Britain and America ; 
More than a thousand travelling, and full 2000 local preach- 
ers. They have missions in the West-Indies, Nova-Scotia, 
Newfoundland, Bermudas, the Bahamas, Gibraltar, Sierra 
Leone, Upper and Lower Canada, Prince Edward's Island, 
and New Brunswick. We cannot look for the cause of their 
prosperity in the arm of power, nor yet in the abundance of 
riches. With regard to the former, they have frequently 
been persecuted, and are to this day ; and relative to the 



